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THAT ROBBER.- 

BT HESTER S. BITTERSWEET* 


Whek I was young, and wanted to be 
beautiful—but was too much freckled for 
that—I set up a pedagogical career in the 
wilds of the wide Wes^ at Teetersburgh, 
Tipton County, on the Great Cumberland 
Road—if anybody, at this late date, remem¬ 
bers where and what that used to be. This 
was previous to the era of western railways 

I must be allowed to premise, that Staging 
was, in those days, and on the above-men¬ 
tioned road, “a peculiar institution.” We 
rolled smoothly to our destination, it being 
summer, in a st^e-coacb, and anywhere 
from four to fourteen horses, I well recollect, 
loomed upon our unaccustomed vision in 
astonisliing force, both as to nuinber and 
size. The ab«)rigines called them beasts. 

During the transition period of fall and 
spring, people did journeys in an indescrib¬ 
able lumbering instrument of torture, adapt¬ 
ed to the horrible condition of the Cumber¬ 
land iHghway, and popularly recognized as a 
mud-wagon. In winter, the stage consisted 
of a crockery-crate filled with straw, the 
mails, and tlie Jehu of the day. 

Occasionally, the winter line was enlivened 
by a variation in the shape of a hogshead 
securely headed up and Imng on wheels, 
bung-hole uppermost; the latter sufficiently 


enlarged to adroit the body of the driver. 
This, when the streams were swollen and 
the fords unsafe. As very little snow ever 
fell in the vicinity ©f Teetersburgh, runners 
seldom caiiie into requisition. Passengers 
were, of course, out of the question, ia the 
last-mentioned mode of conveyance. 

Miss Guildersleeve was ray assistant. I 
had picked her np in the course of my some¬ 
what protracted journey. She was one of 
Governor Slade’s teachers, tboroughly- 
trained, agreeable, furnished with e.xce]lent 
credentials, and, I am free to confess the fact 
now, beautiful. Wild horses could not have 
dragged the admission from me then, how¬ 
ever. 

Miss Guildersleeve gave her name as Kale. 
I called her “Prudence Catherine”—I had 
my re^ons. That was her baptismal preno¬ 
men, a fact I lost no time in unearthing. 
Besides, she hated it. 

We soon had a prosperous school built up 
about us, and, I feel proud to add, a good 
one. We should have scorned to succeed 
without merit. Equally, loith merit—oa the 
part of my assistant—we scorned not to suc¬ 
ceed. We threw our whole souls into the 
enterprise; Miss Guildersleeve, witli the 
spirit of an evangelist, and I, with that of a 
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practical financial pioneer. And we accom- 
plisbed wonders. 

We took lodgings at the one pareonage of 
the town, with a certain Rev. Tbeopliilus 
Babe, borne missionary at large to the sur¬ 
rounding heathen, and rector of tlie solitary 
Teetersburgh church. 

Our room, it is proper to state, was situ¬ 
ated in what is called a “ leanto,” at the back 
of the parsonage. This wing, or addition, 
consisted of the family kitchen, an open 
porch, and, at the furthermost extremity, 
the ap.artment devoted to our use. The lat¬ 
ter opened upon the porch, but had other 
communication with the dwelling. 

Pretty much everything ailed that room, 
I should say. It leaked, it smoked, it rat¬ 
tled and banged. Ton could devote your¬ 
self to astronomy through tlje siding. There 
were yawning chasms in the floor, and, the 
pastoral pigs being given over to domicil un¬ 
derneath, the consequences are not to he 
publicly discussed. But our pet abomina¬ 
tion and torment was the one window, W'hicli 
would never open, and the door, which would 
neither open nor shut. What ailed that 
door, as 1 observed to Prudence Catherine, 
was, that it was too big. 

“ As also too little,” returned Prue. 

And too thick and too thin, we both 
agreed. 

We hired a man to chop it off at the bot¬ 
tom, then to saw' it away at tlie top. We 
had it chiselled down at the side, and the 
latch altered, and the hinges tinkered. Ev¬ 
erything we ordered done made it a little 
worse than before. Still it shrunk and 
swelled, and stuck and sagged, in the most 
inconsequent and aggravating manner. 

A certain somnambulic delirluni-trenien- 
ist walked our neighborhood in those days, 
who, under the hallucination that he was 
fighting Satan, suddenly developed a taste 
for stepping into people’s bouses at midnight 
and tapping them on the head with an iron 
cross-bar. 

“Some things can be done as well as oth¬ 
ers,” I remarked to Prue, “ and 1 propose to 
close this apartment to-night, or die.” 

The ensuing evening we cajoled the Rev. 
Mr. and Mrs. Tlieophilus into our sanctum, 
and instituted a futile round of general me¬ 
chanical experiment. In grand finale^ we 
precipitated ourselves, en. avalanche, upon 
the refractory door, which miraculously 
sprung together. 

Along towards midnight, the clerical Babes 


gathered up their dignity and withdrew out 
of the window, as did Prue and I for the 
next fortnight; the avalanche idea, even, 
failing to effect normal entrance and exit. 

Now I, for one, am not a person to he meek¬ 
ly assassinated in my bed, and “ make no 
sign.” Not I! Accordingly, 1 employed the 
watches of one tempestuous night to put in 
programme a new-fangled alarm-gong, of ray 
own device. The very next evening, I pro¬ 
ceeded to fix and test my plan, by practical 
experiment. 

1 procured a kettle," which I filled with 
scrap-tin, tenpenny nails, and a half dozen 
horse-bells, more or less, opened our door at 
a suitable angle, and adjusted the apparatus 
upon the top, allowing it to lean slightly at 
one side against the wall. The door, by the 
by, opened at the head of our bed and folded 
back at i' ^ angles with it. 

That iiio'it 1 retired to a triumphant couch 
covered with glory, and convinced Unat what¬ 
ever miglit liappen, we should know it. 

"We did know it, alas! None so w'ell! Dear 
me, yes! 

I had quite forgotten the alarum. I was 
half asleep, 1 suppose, when, at some slight 
stir upon the porch outside, I instinctively 
thrust out my arm and gave the door a jar. 
Down came the gong on njy defenceless head. 

In five minutes the parsonage overflowed 
with startled Teeterburghians of an inquir¬ 
ing turn of mind. In five minutes more it 
was developed and bulletined, that I had 
contracted an awkward dint upon one cheek¬ 
bone, had parted with two teeth, had my 
left temple scalped, my little finger broken, 
and a doctor’s bill of probably about twenty 
dollars on my hands. 

Next, at Miss Uuildersleeve’s suggestion, 
we tried on a small dog, A miserable Insipid 
investment he proved. Hisuame was Julius 
Caesar, naturally. 

It was Julius Caesar’s forte to fly, at un¬ 
certain ijitervals, into high dog-hysterics, 
from which nothing but something good to 
eat would deliver him. We took a little heap 
of bones to bed with us regularly, at night, 
and tossed one at the creature every now 
and then, devoutly wishing it might choke 
him—which, of course, it never did. On the 
contrary, he thrived frightfully. 

We sold Julius Caesar; we gave him away; 
we lost him; we (lid all three repeatedly. 
W'e catalogued that branch uf our friends 
upon whom we conjectured a small dog might 
be bestowed, I getting up the first halt of the 
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list down to the Ji’s, and Miss GaildersleeTe 
completing it. 

Armed witii a system, we took Julius Cso- 
sar in hand, alternately, on Friday nights, 
when the school week was ended, gave him 
an extra polish, tied a bright ribbon about 
his neck, led him away like a pet poodle, and 
—and disposed of him. The next Friday 
niglit, there he would stand, to be disposed 
of again. 

The week upon which our holiday vacation 
was to commence, something happened. 
The Teetersburgh crockery-crate ploughed 
into town from the east, with a passenger 
perched, in orthodox fashion, atop, back to 
back with the driver; his feet trailing off be¬ 
hind the clumsy vehicle, as did those of the 
other before it. 

Both Jebu and the Little Blue, a river to 
be crossed some three miles beyond, chanced 
to be uncommonly high that night. In con¬ 
sequence, the westward bound mails were 
despatched from Teetersburgh in Noah’s Ark, 
the hybrid hogshead conveyance already 
mentioned. Noah’s Ark once put upon the 
line, there was no guessing when it would 
be taken off The unlucky passenger, Mr. 
Peter Newbold, found himself stranded, ac¬ 
cordingly, for an indefinite time, upon our 
shores. 

After the manner of cultivated genius out 
of pocket, the new arrival immediately pro¬ 
ceeded to found a boy’s school, which he 
shrewdly bolstered up by the sounding title 
of Newbold Institute. Being an eastern 
bachelor, he further prosecuted vigorous ac¬ 
quaintance with the two Yankee school- 
ma’ams, Bittersweet and Guildersleeve. 

Peter New'bold turned out to be a near¬ 
sighted, goodisU-looking, easy-going young 
fellow, without much money capital, strik¬ 
ingly unpretentious in dress and manners, 
and yet withal an ambitious character in his 
way. 

The young teacher commenced business 
with great flourish of patronage and prom¬ 
ises. By-and-by the former began to fall off. 
Gradually the school decreased in numbers 
to twenty. Then to twelve; to five; and so 
on. Finally, census reports per the young 
Quaker, Gehazl Brown junior, returned 
Newbold Institute as consisting of “me and 
another fellur;” adding, post-scriptum, “ and 
the other fellur aint tha-ar.” No more was 
Gehazi, in fact. 

A certain rival institution of male learning 
flourishing in our midst, may, it is true, as 


Miss Guildersleeve insisted, have had some¬ 
thing to do with Peter’s vanished patronage. 
The latter school was specially adapted to 
attract young savages. Tlie head master 
advertised to graduate a boy when he could 
“ read and spell in three syllablesand such 
like. 

Notwithstanding, winter at an end, and 
spring mud-wagons revived, people began to 
wonder why Newbold did not “move on.” 
He was out of money, as he loudly protested. 
And he had no business whatever. As for 
myself, I suspected* Peter Newbold. Don’t 
ask me what of? I absolutely couldn’t say. 
I suspected him upon general principles of— 
anything. In fact, when a man, no matter 
who, has no moie stamina than to be carried 
away by a pretty face as that man was by 
Prue Gildersleeve’s, I politely decline to be¬ 
lieve further in him. 

Prue, reserving her own opinion in the 
premises, listened to my strictures with a 
face exactly the color of my hair; which is 
fire-red, or was so until—. But, neyer mind. 

I did not consider it necessary to sacrifice 
llr. Newbold’s really delightful society to an 
idea. He continued to drop in at the par¬ 
sonage, therefore, coming almost every even¬ 
ing at last. It was the old story over again. 
He talked and read aloud to us, and we lis¬ 
tened, stitching or crocheting. At odd times 
he treated me to a game of chess, or accom- 
panied Prue’s fine voice with his flute, an in¬ 
strument he managed very respectably. At 
the first available opportunity, let me not 
omit to mention, I endowed the gentleman 
with Julius Caesar. 

At about this time the old Quaker, Gehazi 
Brown senior, gave a sort of evening enter¬ 
tainment in honor of Mr. Newbold. Quite 
as a matter of course, he extended invita¬ 
tions to the Yankee schoolma’aras. Every¬ 
body bom east of Teetersburgh was a Yan¬ 
kee to C^hazi. And he hated Yankees. In 
the abstract always. 

Being in funds, our school-term having 
hut just ended, I resohed not to be out¬ 
shone, but to assume every stitch of style I 
could lay hands on, east or west. What if I 
had freckles, and scars, and red hair! I or¬ 
dered white kids, and a lovely pair of white 
satin boots, from home direct, and ransacked 
oui^wn neighborhood for ribbons and fans, 
bouquet-holder, essences and embroideries, 
including the minutest, cobwebiest, killing, 
est, and most unboundedly useless, love-of-a- 
haudkerchief that ever was. 
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We went to tlie party together, Prue and 
I; she looking divinely in a superannuated 
blat^k silk and lace ruffles. But goodness! 
she'd have been divine in anything. 

We stood up solemnly along the wall like 
so many wooden figure-heads, or perched 
ourselves, like the otiiers, upon the two beds 
in the angles of the mammoth keeping-room; 
studying life, and staring disguisedly. We 
couldn’t help it! 

Ladies in calico aprons and astounding 
laces! Ladies in artificial flowers and cow*- 
liide brogans! Sallow Hoosierines, well up 
in every description of chill-fever, but indif- 
ferenl^y posted in the article of fashion, and 
sadly down at the lieel in point of manners. 
“ When you are in Rome,” etc, etc.—if you 
ore a schoolma*am. 

By-and-by, we allowed ourselves to be at¬ 
tracted into the vortex of “ Snap and catch 
’em,” and “Simon says.” Precisely not the 
lliingfor starch and cobwebs; but la! 

Our host asserted a grim proprietorship in 
iis by chucking us under the chin occasion¬ 
ally, and ordei ing us to say “ buekut.” He 
kept a “ wagon-liouse,” which means an irf- 
formal sort of country inn, and he had a pail 
conspicuously suspended from the boughs of 
a magnificent tulip-tree overshadowing the 
old-fashioned well-sweep. The traveller 
who denominated this object a pail, was a 
Yankee, and U»e house was not for him. To 
buckuters alone, did Gebazl senior extend 
potential hospitality. 

In due time, Dame Gehazi stormed upon 
our classic sports, armed with—I really don’t 
know what it was!—something loaded at 
each end with a small hay-stack of pie. 

“ Dried apple and green apple,” the lady 
kindly explained with her chin, and “ take 
which thee'd ruther.” 

To eat pie in lavender silk and embroid¬ 
ered kids—without a plate! To my eternal 
disgrace be it recorded, I shamelessly lied; 
pleading a toothache, though devoured with 
curiosity and hunger. The dame charged 
on down the line, and I was fain to take up 
with gingerbread and cheese out of my styl¬ 
ish gloves. iServed me right! 

There was Prue Guildersleeve meantime, 
a shining star in the trumi>ery old gown and 
ruffles. And there was Peter Newbold, fol¬ 
lowing her about from Dan to Beersheba, 
like a raving distracted lover, and at the 
same time calculating in his own mind, I did 
not doubt, the value of her gold watch and 
chain, and perhaps planning, at that very 


moment, to get into our room and rob ns of 
the little sum of school money we were 
known to have by us. 

In fact, I managed to have a plain talk 
with Prue Guildersleeve upon the subject, 
before we left the place that niglit, as I was 
resolved she should bring home no suspicious 
character under my patronage. And I told 
her so, point-blank. 

Miss Guildersleeve listened in her most 
elaborate company-manner, bowed her ac¬ 
knowledgments, and stepping into the car¬ 
riage. Peter had just driven around for ns 
two, w’birled away with him. 

“Temper?” La! I was’speechless with 
fury. At the same time, I felt myself more 
deeply assured than ever, that Peter New- 
bold would eventually find his level in State 
prison. Or perhaps on the scafibld! Say 
the latter. 

“ Wouldn’t I accept?” 

“No! I would not accept!” I believe I 
left no doubt upon anybody’s mind of that. 

Home I strolled, on foot and alone, charg¬ 
ing ruthlessly in party chafusure through 
mire and water over my ankles, and asking 
myself where was the use in being a pros¬ 
perous teacher and the proprietor of a femajip 
seminary, if I was always to have blaziftg 
hair and freckles. 

Julius CiBsar trotted up behind me from 
somewhere, and thrust his cold nose into my 
hand, but with my white satin toe I reso¬ 
lutely sent him spinning to another section 
of the highway. 1 ti*re the ribbons and 
roses out of »iy hair and danced upon them. 
And I kneaded my gingerbread gloves into a 
white kid cannon-ball, which I fired with all 
my might into surrounding darkness. I 
never wanted to see them again, at any rate. 

I reached my room in a state, to be sure; 
flung off my draggled finery, secured the fire, 
which the Babes had kindly kept up against 
our return, “ put out the light,” and without 
speaking to Prue, or saying my prayers, or 
looking under the bed, even, I bundled into 
the latter with a millstone at my heart; 
wishing I was a grizzly bear, or a crocodile, 
or a small dog, or even Dame Gehazi enter¬ 
taining aii evening party with “green and 
dried,” and“ take which you’d ruther,” 

I lay for some time tossing and fuming, 
and turning over and over again in my mind 
the things that had been said and dene 
among us that evening. 

1 recollected in particular, how deeply in¬ 
terested Peter Newbold had shown himself 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



In tlie details of my finances; for I bad dls* 
tinctly overheard him leading Miss Qnilder- 
sleeve on to reraarlc, quite confidentially, of 
course, that she thought my last school term 
had netted something like three hundred 
dollars, and that there being no bank of de¬ 
posit in our neighborhood was a great incon¬ 
venience. 

Of course it was an inconvenience! Any 
idiot would know that! For a few minutes, 
however, I felt that it would be rather re¬ 
freshing than otherwise to be robbed and 
murdered, and perhaps scalped out of hand. 
I w'as not going to part with my money to 
Peter Newbold, though! Not by any man¬ 
ner of means! 

While writhing and plunging about, I im¬ 
agined I heard a faint stir somewhere, Peiv 
haps the sound came from the porch. But 
then X was always falling a victim to unac¬ 
countable noises at night, and at all events 
it did not really matter. Nothing mattered 
to me now, I ruminated, dolefully. A wo¬ 
man covered with scars, with freck—and— 
and red—at which point I trailed off into a 
short nap, 1 suspect. Then it was three in 
the morning by the school clock. We had 
brought it to our room to keep in order dur¬ 
ing spring vacation. 

This lime, there was, unmistakably, some¬ 
thing out of the cominou going on close at 
hand, and, apparently, in our own room. 
Every now and then, I distinctly heard a 
person breathing quite near me, softly, yet 
heavily, like a man. The sound seemed to 
proceed, as well as I could make out, and, in 
point of fact, it actually did proceed, from 
u’lderneath the bed in which we were lying; 
I listened, affecting to be asleep and undis¬ 
turbed. 

Meanwhile the sound in question became 
gradually more perceptible, increasing in vol¬ 
ume and irregularity, from minute to min¬ 
ute. My abnormal relish for being toma¬ 
hawked decreased, it is needless to remark, 
in precisely the same ratio. 

Had I been alone, I should forthwith have 
stepped out of bed and run for it, and have 
been caught flying, if at all. But I could 
net forsake Prue Guildersleeve at such a 
moment. It was not in my nature to desert 
my best friend in emergency, if we had tiflfed 
a little because she bad stolen my rightflil 
beau—much good might he do herl My 
hair began to creep on end with terror. 
Still I managed not to shriek outright. 

Ever since X could remember, I had been 


on a ravening search for a robber, or.an In¬ 
cendiary, or a murderer, or a first-class ml* 
fian of some description. I had spent months 
of my existence, I suppose, put it all togeth¬ 
er, chaig;ing into closets, and stabbing under 
beds with brooms, and umbrellas, and pokers, 
and such like. Even in the-midst of my dis¬ 
tress, I was pestered by the whimsical re- 
fiection that my “thief in the night” had, 
after all, stolen a march, and fallen upon me 
unawares. 

The intruder, whoever he might be, still 
continued to breathe louder and louder, at 
each instant, and was plainly falling, by 
quick degrees, into an out-and-out-snore. 
He was evidently being overtaken by sleep; 
induced, in part, by the sultry atmosphere 
of the place, in part, by the long waiting 
brought about by my fit of protracted watch¬ 
fulness, and in a great measure, no doubt, 
by spirituous potations. 

At what time the fellow had effected en¬ 
trance there was no telling, as a man might 
walk in, and walk out ^aiu, at bis leisure, 
and nobody be the wiser. On the other 
hand, it was not difficult to guess what had 
brought him there. 

We had, secreted in our room, at this time, 
a sum of money, amounting to nearly four 
hundred dollars, and belonging to Prue 
Guildersleeve and myself. -Besides, we 
owned, each of u^ a valuable gold watch 
and chain, to say nothing of certain expen¬ 
sive articles of jewelry in Prue’s possession; 
though these latter she had the good sense 
to display but seldom. 

True, no one but myself knew exactly, 
either how much money we had laid by, og 
where it was concealed, my roommate hav¬ 
ing preferred, for reasons of her own, to re¬ 
main unacquainted with these particulars. 
Still, our own private business being every¬ 
body’s business, according to the “ tricks and 
manners” of small mral towns, it was quite 
widely understood that we had collected a 
good many bills recently, and that in all 
probability we had money on hand, as there 
were no banking facilities convenient. 

There was no fear of our money; that 
was out of harm’s way. Weeks before thia^ 
I had, with infinite pains and circumspeo- 
tioD, disposed of iU Having removed a 
rackety brick or two from our tumble-down 
chimney, I had placed within the cavity thus 
produced, a small securely-fastened box, con¬ 
taining our little treasure. Immediately af* 
terward, chum and I had papered our room 
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with oar own bands, thereby effectually ob¬ 
literating all traces of my lone effort at 
masonry. 

Plainly, I must awake Prite. That was 
the first step now. I dreaded lest in doing 
tliis J should arouse our unwelcome visitor. 
Before I ventured to make any movement 
toward the end in question, the fellow had 
commenced snoring tremendously, and was 
in imminent danger of awaking himself by 
Lis own voice. Prue Guildersleeve, though 
remaining perfectly motionless, was already 
on the alert. 

“What is it, Hetty?’* breathing out the 
words, rather than uttering them. 

“It is Peter Newbold; come to rob us.” 

Ko comment from Miss Guildersleeve. 

I drew myself up slowly, and felt cautious¬ 
ly along the wall at our heads, until my fin¬ 
gers came in contact with our two watches. 
These I at once unhooked, and we secured 
them upon our persons. 

“ He is drunk upon Gehazi's peach bran¬ 
dy,” I volunteered; “but he may rouse up 
at any moment.” 

“O dear! Whatever shall we do?” en¬ 
treated poor Prue, showing, for an instant, 
the white feather. 

“ Do ?” 1 returned. ** La, we’ll walk away I 
And send him to State prison.” 

At the same time, there was my heart 
floundering about in my throat ridiculously. 

“ Kow for it, Prue!” said L “ I shall spring 
out past the latch of that door. Then I will 
pull it open, and jerk it back till it stands 
straight against the bed. Don’t stir till the 
door flies back, or it may hit and hinder you. 
When it does come, bound for your life into 
the porch, and we’ll fly to the family-room.” 

“And the money?” whispered Prue, with 
true New England oversight. 

“ Safe! One, two, three, and away I” 

As we forsook the apartment, we beard 
the thief scrambling about confusedly, as if 
too much bewildered by our sudden hegira 
to make the most of the situation. 

Across the path into the kitchen, and we 
were safe and shiveriug. The outer kitchen 
door had no fastenings. We dragged a 
heavy table before it. Prue Guildersleeve 
propped herself between that and the cook- 
stove, while I undertook to route up the 
Babes. 

The family-room in which they slept, 
being a portion of the main building, opened 
in front of the kitchen, and was always kept 
locked at night. 


Rap, rap, rap. No stir. Rap, rap, rap. 
Bap, rap, rap. 

“Ugh! O! Ell?” 

Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap. 

“Halloo! Who’s there? What’s wanted?” 

“ It is we, Hetty and Prue. We want you 
to get up. There is a robber under our bed.” 

“ How ye—ye—know ?” 

“We heard him. He was snoring there.” 

Not altogether unaccustomed to nocturnal 
surprises of a similar stamp, the Reverend 
Theophilus relapsed into a leisurely yawn, 
and but for a bracing reminder would have 
maundered directly back to the land of 
Morpheus. 

“ Well!” I remarked, tartly. 

“Girls,” says the Babe, “go to bed! You’ll 
take cold!” 

“ Take cold,” indeed! To vs! who had a 
drunken deceiver lying in wait to take our 
lives! to say nothing of our “sacred fortunes.” 
I treated the Reverend Theophilus to a per¬ 
fectly pointed and transparent piece of my 
mind. “ Blood will tell,” they say. So will 
red hair, allow me to add. 

“ Well,” says the Babe, “you haven’t got 
on your earrings, I suspect ‘No?’ You 
had better accept the hospitality of my 
greatcoat and the horse-blanket hanging in 
the corner there. Then I’ll talk I” 

Done. 

“Yes,” says Theophilus, waking up a lit¬ 
tle further, “it is one of his accomplishments 
to snore. Snores exactly like a man! I 
heard him once myself, or I would not have 
believed he could do the thing so cleverly.” 

“ Snores like a man ? Who ?” put in Prue 
from her anchorage under the cookstove. 

“O, well!” returned the Babe, with anoth¬ 
er yawn, “ Julius Csesar.” 

A set of Mrs. Babe’s quilting-frames hap¬ 
pened to stand that night in a corner of the 
porch. One of these I took in my hand, 
and with it I made a deadly onslaught against 
the walls of our forsaken apartment. Julius 
Casar responded briskly from within. 

Permit me to avail myself of the story¬ 
teller’s privilege, and draw a veil over that 
dog, what little there was left of him, at 
least, when I had finished my remainder of 
a cudgel upon his back. The last I ever saw 
of the nauseous brute, he was wending his 
wretched way, a sadder and a wiser beast, 
towards the lodgings of his quondam master. 

For the remainder of the night, we har¬ 
bored in the parsonage parlor, Prue armed 
with a butcher-knife, and 1 with a pepper- 
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box and a cross cut saw. Had the Great 
Uninvited intruded upon us further, I pro¬ 
posed to treat him to condiments in the eyes. 

The very next day, Peter Newbold left 
Teetersburgh for good and all. I, for one, 
was heartily glad of it. 

He came to us, as in duty bound, to place 
the engagement ring on Prue's finger, and to 
compliment me with his adieux. But I 
steadily refused to see him. I said I was 
sick. And 1 was sick—at heart. 


Miss Guildersleere rernained with me till 
the close of our second school year, when 
Peter came back, and took us both away, 
under his wing, to the East. There at Prue’s 
home, the twain were made one. I forgave 
them both and was first bridesmaid. 

Peter always calls bis wife, “ Kate,ray dear.” 
I do so myself, indeed. Especially of late 
years. “ My friend Kate,” I say, in spealdug 
of her, “ Governor Xewbold’s lady.” 
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THE BIRD OF VICTORY. 

JlV OKOKQK ir. C0031EK. 


It wa3 the dawn of oiir second day at sea, 
and as the brig's royals became outlined in 
the gray light, old chanticleer awoke in bis 
coop and gave a lusty crow. 

“Ah, ba, old friend I” said “ Man-o’-war 
Jack,” “I have beard that sound wlien it 
meant more than it does now!” 

To me, a green band, it meant the barn¬ 
yard, and the boiled beef and cabbage, and 
my Cousin Isabel and Mary Brown—in short, 
it meant “ home.” But to Jack, it meant the 
tall inen-of-war, and the ilasbing guns, and 
the starry flag that would not droop in battle. 
Thus much for association. 

“ I call that fellow the bird of victory,” con¬ 
tinued Jack. “If be don’t crow when .an 
engagement Is at band, you may as well 
strike your bunting first as last. 

“IVben I was in the Argus, in the last w’ar, 
we bad an Englishman aboard that w.as 
always blowing about roosters. That was 
the first I ever know of the thing. Old Tom 
had been with Nelson. They bad a big one, 
he s.aid, .aboard the Vanguard, .and .as they 
stood into the Bay of Aboukir to engage the 
French, be crowed all the time. It was the 
same with a game fowl at Trafalgar. Tlmy 
liad one aboard the Victory, with a comb, 
Tom said, as wide as bis band; and just as 
she ranged up alongside of the Itctloui)lablo, 
he hopped on the mainstay, flapped his wings 
and sang out, * Brit-an-nia r-u-l-c-s the 
w-a-v-c-sl’ and everyone aboard knew that 
the French ensign was as good as struck 
from that miimtcl 

“ Tom was afterwards in the Guerrioro 
when she w.as taken by the Constitution, and 
in that way lie got into our service. He said 
that while the American Irigatc w.as bearing 
down upon them, the Gucrrierc’s rooster 
wouldn’t crow. Tlie tars tried to encourago 
the fowl and get a prophecy from him against 
the Yankees; but he was .as obstinate as old 
Balaam when he took up his parable .against 
Balak. They set him on the mainstay, ami 
on tbe night-lie.ads, and in every good place 
tliey could think of, .as much as to s.ay, 
‘Curse me them from thence 1’ .and one old 
fellow, named ‘ Liverpool Bill,’ look to crow¬ 
ing bimsclf, hoping that the rooster would 


umlei'stand what w.as wanted and follow the 
example. Once, Tom said, the fowl opened 
his moutb, but he only made a noise like a 
choked pump, as if he bad a bone in Iu 3 
throat—and so the Guerriere was taken I 

“Of course, Tom s.aid, tbey didn’t, as a 
general thing, have roosters running about 
the decks of Britisli men-of-w.ar; only wbon 
an cng.agement was expected tbey let tliem 
out in order to cncour.age tbe crew. Well, as 
I w.as s.aying, tins w.as tbe first that lever 
bc.ard of such a thing; but after Tom bad 
spun bis yarn, our cb.aps in tbe Argus began 
to take a great deal of notice of a good-look¬ 
ing fowl that we bad in the coop; and when 
IJeiitcn.ant Allen found that there w.a3 a 
superstition among us about tbe rooster, bo 
wouldn’t have tbe fellow killed. 

“We cruised a couple of mouths in the 
chops of the English Channel, .and .at bast fell 
in with Ibo Pelican, a John Bull cr.aft tb.at I 
have good cause to remember. As soori as 
she was made out to be a brlg-of-war, we let 
the rooster go .about decks * on le.ave;’ but bo 
behaved just as Tom said tlie Guerriere’s 
game fowl b.ad done, and there w.as no crow 
in him. At l.ast, when the English brig was 
so near that wc could see tbe shadow that 
lier topsails made on tbe water, some of our 
cb.aps caught the bird .and poured a dose of 
gunpowder and rum down bis throat; but in- 
ste.ad of crowing, bo just fluttered upon the 
rail, tumbled overbo.ard and floated aw.ay, 
keel upl 

“‘There,’ s.ays old Tom, ‘if any of you 
chaps has got any will to m.ako, you may as 
well c.all up the chaplain to witne.ss it. It’s 
not old Tom as says ‘ die,’ while bo can swab 
out a gun; but be ’as bis thoughts .as well as 
a better man. That rooster, as we liall made 
so imicb dependence on. Is bunder water— 
mind that. Not as old Tom cries‘pecenrtr 
but tbe truth’s the truth, and a man can’t 
’olp some things 1’ 

“You all know bow the battle went; the 
Pelic.an cut tbe brig to pieces, and wo soon 
Ii.ad Dartmoor—inside! But bow tb.at rooster 
should have known wliat was to happen, 
passes my comprelicusion I 

“After a time, I w.as sent home In a cartel, 
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an<l Imd Iiardly set foot on tlio dock in New 
York, when Uncle Sam had a job for me. 
He was about sending three or four himdred 
sailors up to Lake Champlain, and I was in- 
vlteil to take a ri<le. Oft’ we started. There 
wasn’t a railroad then in the world, and wo 
wont with two-horse teams, and four-horse 
teams, according to the tonnage of the difrer- 
ent land crafts. It was a sight, mates, to sec 
us! We hailed everything on the road, and 
threw dollars at every old lady who looked as 
If she needed a new' sot of canvas. Away up 
in the country, where nobody knew but that 
a ship was a thing that liad feathers, the 
people staled at us as If we bad been acolony 
of terrapins going to look for fresh w’ater. 
At the taverns where we rounded to at night, 
wc friglitencd every one with big yarns about 
killing the English. 

“‘Didn’t it make you feel bad to kill the 
j)oor croetors?’ says one old lady. 

“‘No,’ says “Sprits’il-yard Jack,” ‘ it didn’t, 
ma’am, only I spoilt this knife; that old 
Ir/s'u’s windpipe was as tough as a bobstay!’ 

“ So the old damo thought that Jack bad 
really killed a boatswain, and sawed oft’ bis 
head with a dull jackknife! It would have 
been as tedious as freezing a chap to ilcath 
with a southerly wind! 

“ One morning wc fell In with a gawky boy 
carrying something in liis arms. I suppose 
lie heard us roaring out all nmniicr of salt 
water ditties, and lUc fellows in the headmost 
craft hailing the crafts further astern; so that 
lie felt a little shy about bearing up for ns, 
and began to edge off. 

“ ‘ Come alongside!’ says tvc. 

‘“I’m willing to come alongside of good 
water!’ ho says; and with that he brings 
to. 

“The thing ho had in his arms was a 
rooster, and a fine-looking fowl it was, too, 
with spurs like a mavlinspike. ‘Calico Ben,’ 
one of our chaps, asked the boy if he would 
sell it; and while the lad was tolling that ho 
should have to tax ns thirty cents for It, be¬ 
cause he Jiad just ‘gin’ twenty-five and 
brought it a mile, old Ben crammed bis great 
band into his pocket. 

“‘A mile? that means a knot, don’t it?’ ho 
says. ‘That’s no groat shakes of a tack to 
run. Ilere’—and he poured a fistful of dol¬ 
lars into tho fellow’s liand—‘go home and 
buy your mother a new gown; and every 
time she looks at it tell her to remember tlio 
Hornet and Captain James Lawrence! Give 
mo tho rooster! Fill away, coachman; this 


fine chap is going up to see Commodore 
Me’Donough!’ 

“Ofifwewent; but old Ben kiicwnomoro 
what to do w'ith his rooster than ho would 
with a doll-baby, nor half so much. We 
cliaps that had been lii the Argus, objected 
to taking the fowl aboard the fleet, for he was 
just such a follow as wo had lost the brig by; 
but Ben said, on tho other hand, that he was 
the very picture of tho one they had in tlie 
Hornet; and so, as the Hornet was too hard 
for the enemy, we called the chances s«iuarc, 
and after some grumbling, Ben was let alone 
with his bird. 

“At last, one afternoon, as the coaches 
mounted a hill, we saw the masts of the fleet 
oirPlatsbnrg. Pretty soon we made out the 
stars and stripes, and then the long black 
hulls below them. 0 mates! yon can’t think 
what a cheering there was from all llic land 
crafts that we rode in, as tliey went rolling 
one after aiiotUer over the hill. We had 
grown tired of that kind of sailing, and wisheil 
to get abf)ard of something that wc knew 
hotter how to handle. There they lay—tlio 
old Saratoga, with Commodore McDonough’s 
broad peii.iant, the brig Eagle and all tho 
others. 

“Next day I was sent off to tho Saratoga, 
and so was ‘ Calico Ben.’ Somehow he man¬ 
aged to get his rooster aboard the ship; hut 
the oflicers took the fowl and put it in tho 
hencoop. We didn’t have to wail long for 
the British. On the third day after I swung 
my hammock, we saw them standing for ns, 
the Confienee frigate taking the lead. As 
soon as we made them out, Commodore Mc¬ 
Donough signalled the fleet to clear for ac¬ 
tion; and when everything was ready for tho 
fight, wo stood at oiir guns ami watched tho 
enemy as he came down. Commodore 
Downic’s pennant was at the mainmast of 
the Cojifience. Ashore, we could see Indians 
and redcoats. So we waited; and tiioiigh it 
wasn’t very long, it was a kind of wailing that 
was hard—it weighed right down upon a 
man’s heart. 

“After a while, ‘ Calico Ben ’ stepped to tho 
uialnmast with his hat off, and tlie commo¬ 
dore asked what was wanted. 

“‘I beg your pardon, sir,’ says Ben, ‘but I 
bronglit a game fowl aboard, and lie's in the 
hencoop. Wc bad tlio like of bim aboard tlio 
Hornet, sir, and as we was a runnln’ down 
on the Peacock, we asked leave to let him 
out on deck, and the very first thing ho 
crowed, sir; and as all the world knows, wo 
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sunk the Peacock, Wliat I v.'oiild like to ask, 
is veimissiou to give this chai) a trial, sir, and 
lot him speak for himself.’ 

‘“So you were in the Hornet, my man?’ 
says the commodore. ‘ You are a brave fel¬ 
low, no doubt. O well, you can give your 
fowl a trial.’ 

" The bird came out, looking as if he wished 
himself in a barnyard, stretching up his neck 
and wondering, I suppose, what sort of a 
chance there was to fly home; and 1 think 
tlic commodore repeuted of giving tlie per- 
missiou, for it was plain that the old salts 
had a great deal of siipcrstitlon about tbo 
matter; and now if the rooster shouldn’t 
crow, after all, it might malco a dlftcrence to 
the Saratoga. 

Well, he walked about and shook himself, 
and when anything interfered Avlth him ho 
would give a sort of ‘ carrah!’ and jump side- 
wise like a dancing master; but there was no 
crow. 

“‘I wish the blasted rooster was over- 
hoaYiW says the captain of my gun. ‘ ^Yhat 
do you think he knows about the battle? 
Look at the enemy, wont you? and let tho 
other game fowl alone! 

‘“Jack, Jack!’ says a follow in the main¬ 
top over my head, loaning down towards mo, 
‘they’ve got one, yonder, too! Tliat big 
Britislier’s got a rooster; I can see him ou 
the pipe-rail by the foremast!’ 

‘“Silence'.’ 1 heard the captain of tho top 
6ij)g out. 

Py this time the Bvilisb ftoot \Yas close 
down upon us, and the vessels taking up their 
stations. Before tho Confieiico had swung to 
her anchor, we gave her a broadside. At tho 
same time the Kagle right astern of us en¬ 
gaged a brig, and tlio little one and two-guii 
sloops along the line hnrieil themselves in 
smoke. But tlie Confionco was ahcavysliip; 
she had thirty-nine guns to the Saral(»ga’s 
twenty-six, ami we had owy hands full. IIow 
she (ltd cut us up! But we sent her the solid 
shot as fast as she wanted ’em, and 1 toll you, 
mates, tho thing stood about neck and neck. 
Bight in tbo midst of all the noise, I felt like 
laugliing once, for my clmin, tbo young fellow 
in the maintop, leaned over again, and says 
he: 

“‘Jack, we've fetched timtrooster! We’ve 
knocl:ed the pipe-rail to splinters and sent 
the fowl clear up to the foreyard I’ 

“ I fell like singing out ‘hurrah,’ but other 
tilings didn’t look that way. If John Btill's 
game fowl was gone, I remembered that our 


own hadn’t crowed—so the chances stood 
al)out ecpial In that respect, butotlicrwise the 
Confience had a little the advantage. Kvoiy 
one of our spars was riddled, and tho yards 
hung like the toi^hainper of a broken nni- 
bvella; and at last we hadn't a gun on the 
side Jie.xt the enemy that could be /Ircj). 
Tbo elgbtecns and twenty-fours lay cross¬ 
wise, and endwise, and sidewise, just as it 
happened, ami all athong them, and under 
them, and across tlmm, lay men wounded in 
every way you can think of, some dying aiij 
S(uue dead. 

“ Well, we must get the other broadside to 
bear, or the battle would be lost. AVe cut 
the cable ahead and lot go a stern anchor, 
and the Confience did the same, for she had 
only two or three guns that could be brought 
to boar on ns as she lay, and everything witfi 
the Englislnnan depended on bis being able 
to ^Yind his ship, just as it did with us. 

“ It seemed as if the Saratoga would never 
pay olT. We expected to sec the Eiiglislimari 
go around, for he was trying liard, but some¬ 
how he remained pretty much as he was, and 
so did we. At last, when no one was think¬ 
ing of such a thing, and just as we was a 
heavin’ taut here and a castiii’ off there, and 
a watchia' for the ship to swing—right out of 
tlic main rigging there sounded a trcineudoiis 
crow! It was just as if it had said ‘Ilur-rali 
An* B-r-o-t'h-e-r J-o-ii-a-t-h-a-n!’ We looked 
up, and there was old chanticleer just stretch¬ 
ing his neck to crow again. 

“ ‘ 'I'liis slilp will pay off’.’ says ‘ Calico Ben.’ 
‘That red bunting over yonder hasn't gut 
much longer to air itself! It's pretty no r 
daybreak witli Brotlicr Joiialhau when his 
rooster crows!’ 

“Ami he spoke the truth, mates. From 
that moment, tlie ship began to wind around, 
and we soon oiicned a frcsli broadside. John 
Bull could do nothing; ami when ho found 
Iheve was no hope of winding his ship he 
struck his coJoi-s. 

“After the bailie, tbo commodore gave 
‘Calico Ben’s ’ game fowl tlic liberty of the 
deck; and when pe.acc was concluded and 
they trnmlled us back to Xew York, we took 
Mr. Clianlicleer along. On the road, we fell 
in with the same gawky boy that Ben had 
bought him of, and all on a sudden the 
rooster found himself back in the banivard. 
Whether he knew where he had been or re¬ 
membered anything about the battle of Lake 
Chanijilain, I can't s.ay. 

“ The boy’s mother was a widow, and poor 
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enough at that; for wo found the shcrifl’and 
another man just driving her cow away from 
tiie door, and tlie widow a crying. So wo 
rounded the sheriifto and fixed up tliat mat¬ 
ter with some of our prize money; and tlieu 
we asked the widow how mucli it would take 
to set her on an even keel; but slie cried worse 
thiln ever and began to s])in a yarn about our 


kindness. Well, our chaps tumbled into tlio 
house, hat in hand, and every man put his 
fist in his pocket aiul rattled out a pile of 
dollars. Wo told the widow to take good 
care of the game fowl that fought with SIo- 
Donough, and then wo made sail. 

“ Let’s have your pipe, Tom.” 
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THE POWER OF A SOJTG. 

BY UDE CHUBCmLI,. . . . * . 

**By the loTe we Perished, by tbe hopes that be Bo bard matter for one to ixnaMne hiia* 


perished» 

By the smile (bat ever answered mine, 

Qire, O give some loben, ere mj heart be.brpken* 

That will lead my wetuy soul to thine.” 

Tece beantifal queenly bead was erect, 
tbe bosom ro?e and fell, and tbe glorious 
dark eyes were full of passion as the sing- 
ePs Toice floated forth, filling the apart¬ 
ment with matchless melody. The song 
Was finished, and Clemence Worthington 
moved away from the piano, but for a mo¬ 
ment there was a stillness like tbe hush of ^ 
death in the room, for no one stirred, or 
scarcely breathed. The siiell which that' 
almost divine music had cast over the bril- 
baut throng assembled in Hrs. Sinclair's 
elegant drawing-room could not be thns 
easily dispelled. At last tbe silence was 
broken by a gentleman who had stood* 
hear the instrument. 

“How gjoriohsly she sings 1 It would 


seif in heayen- while listening to «n cb 
sic as that." 

^‘You are right,” replied thei lady ad¬ 
dressed ; “ and 1 always feel when -I listen’ 
to her os if she meant what she song, for 
she sings with so much feeling.'^ 

But where was tbe giri, or woman, rath-, 
er, whose wonderful yoice thns held cap¬ 
tive the senses of. that resUess crowd, and 
caused eacdi listener to forget time, place, 
everything but that he was listening to 
strains as sw^t as were ever drawn by the. 
capricious breeze from the fax-famed 
.^liauharp? 

She had passed from the house to the 
garden, leaning on the arm of a tall, dark, 
handsome man, and now, when the pale 
moon and twinkling stars look down on . 
the sleeping flowers, she is llsteningtoa 
tale of love ^ passionate and ardent»the 
heart'of Carl Beiisle can dictate.: 
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“Olemence darling,” he says, as he 
presses the little hand which lies so con* 
fdiugly in his nntil the rings on her hngers 
cut the tender flesh, ^*1 did not mean to 
speak to you of my love until my return 
from Europe, when X hoped to have some* 
thing to offer you beside; but while you 
were singing, your voice thrilled me 
through and through, and I knew that I 
must speak or die.. Clemence, I shudder 
when I think how madly I worship you, 
for has not God said, * Tbou shalt have no 
otlier gods but me?’ And I fear, ay, 1 
hnow that I love you better than anything 
in heaven or on earth. But you do not an* 
swer by word or look; is it possible that 
youdonoMove me? Speak at once, my 
beautiful one, aud tell me if you will be 
my wife.” 

There was a world of tenderness in 
those dark magnetic eyes, as Clemence 
Wortbiugton lifted them to Carl Belisle’s 
face, aud said, in that low sweet toue he 
loved so well to hear: 

Carl, you ask me to he your wife, hut 1 
will not promise now. I do not deny that 
I love you with my whole hevt, and I 
would ask no greater blessing thau to know 
that I was wholly yours. To-morrow, dear 
Carl, you start fur Europe, to be absent 
three years. If, when you return, you can 
come to me and say that no other woman 
has listeued to words of love from your 
lips, and that you love me then as fondly 
as now, I will become your wife whenever 
you wish. I will not bind you by a prom¬ 
ise; I leave you free as air. It remains 
with you whether X ever become your wife.” 

“ Then X am sure to win you,” he cried, 
” for uo other woman will ever hear a word 
of love from me.” 

He folded her in his strong arms, and 
kissed her cheeks. Ups and forehead, and 
after once more declaring that he loved her 
beyond everything else, he released her, 
and they returned to the drawing-room, 
aud mingled freely with the guests for the 
rest of the evetiiiig. And that night they 
parted for three years. * * * . 

Italy I Land that iuspires the poet’s song 
and the artist’s pencil 1 land of cloudless 
skies and. balmy breezes! Bear, dreamy, 
delightful Italy, our story next opens with¬ 
in thy sunny limits! 

It was evening. Flowers sent forth their 
. fragrauce ou the dewy-night air, aud the 
golden stars hung over the beautiful earth. 


Along a lane thickly bordered by shrubbery 
walked Carl Belisle, hut lie was not alone, 
for on his arm leaned one of Italy’s fairest 
daughters. She was very beautiful, with 
her clear dark skin, dark, dreamy, passion¬ 
ate eyes, and superb form. Carl Belisle 
knew that Cornell Pemoe loved him, for 
every act of hers showed it. For many 
months he had seen her daily, and be was 
fascinated, intoxicated by her wondrous 
beauty, until he believed he loved her. 
To-night, at this romantic hour and in this 
romantic spot, lie determined to tell her of 
his passiou, and ask her to become his wife. 
He bad taken her hand, and words of pas¬ 
sionate entreaty sprang to his lips, but ere 
he could utter them, from a house not far 
distant came the sound of a piano, and a 
clear rich voice sang: 

”.By tbe love we eberisbed, by the hopes that 
perished, . ■ 

By the smile tbat ever answered mine. 

Give, O five some token, ere my heart be broken, 
That will lead my weary soul to thine I" 

The hand he held was suddenly dropped, 

, and the words he was about to utter died 
on his Ups. He saw before him in im^- 
ination a brilliantly lighted drawing-room, 
and a sea of human faces, but fairest 
among them all, the sad but beautiful face 
of Clemence Worthington. He remem¬ 
bered the scene in the gpjrden, and he re¬ 
membered, her words, too: ”If, when you 
return, you can come to me and say tbat 
no other woman has listened lo words of 
love from your lips, and that you love me 
then as fondly as now, I will become your 
wife whenever you wish.” How near he 
had come to losing her! The thought 
made him shudder. His companion had 
been listening to the music, and did not 
notice his agitation, hut she wondered 
what made him so silent as he walked 
home with her. 

That night, ere he sought his bed, he 
wrote a long tender letter to Clemence, in 
answer to one which he had received from 
her some months ago. He told her all, 
and humbly begged her pardon for ever 
bmng untrue to her eveu iu thought. Half 
a year after this he returned home, and 
soon after he^me the happy husband of 
the peerless Clemence.. He often asks his 
wife to slug the song which saved him 
from a life of misery, for, without her love, 
he declares it must have been so. Who 
shall estimate the power of music? 
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THE VAIiEJfTINE. 

BT ICT.T.TH cLiBB. 


OHAPTEEI. 

The Bectory stood on one side of the 
road, and the linen manufactory was on the 
other, just on the banks of “ the silver 
Bann.” Sloping verdant hills lay around, 
generally—^at all events during the sunny 
season of the yeat^—decorated with the 
linen in process of being bleached. A little 
way from the manufactory, and with Its 
orchard skirting the river’s bank, stood an 
old-fashioned, substantial-looking, gray 
stone country-house, standing in the midst 
of trimly-kept grounds. In the summer 
time the roses ciphered in wild profusion 
all over the walls of the house, and peeped 
in at the wide windows; but at this season 
of the year there were no roses to peep in, 
foritwasa bleak dreary afternoon in Feb¬ 
ruary, with the wind whistling and driving 
the rain against the windows. ■ But, suppos¬ 
ing there had been roses to peep in at the 
windows, he would have been very hard to 
please who could have wished to look upon 
a prettier face or form than that of Sracie 
MacAlister, who, seated on the hearthrug 
in the drawing-room, in a position more in¬ 
dicative of comfort than elegance, was hold¬ 
ing a most animated dialogue with a pleas¬ 
ant delicate-looking lady, who was lying 
on a couch by the fire. 

Dialogue ? Monologue, rather; for Miss 
Gracie hardly gave her placid, gentle moth¬ 
er any opportunityrof: putting in a word. 
Perhaps it was not to be wondered at, see¬ 
ing that she was telling her mother all 
about that momentous event in the life of 
a young lady—her first “grown-up” ball. 

“ And O mother dear,” she cried, “ if you 
could only have seen the headdress Mrs. 
Harley worel TYhy I'think it had all the 
plagues of Egypt upon it—fliea,and locusts, 
and reptiles of all kinds.” 

“ Gracie, you should not be satirical,” 
said her mother. 

“And, mother,” continued Gracie, heed¬ 
less of the remark she had just heard, “ 1 
made the same observation to Willie Cros- 
bie; and he said Mrs. Harley’s headdress 
was nothing, as there was another lady in 
the room far more daring, for he verily be¬ 
lieved she had a scorpion on her bead.” 


“Will you ever get sense. Grade?” inter¬ 
rupted her mother. 

“Well, really,” resumed Gracie, “Willie 
took me to inspect this wonderful animal; 
and we concluded that it was either a scor¬ 
pion or a crocodile.” 

“Get off the hearthrug, Gracie,” said 
hermother. “ You are scorching yourface; 
and besides, you are too old to be sitting 
there like a little girl. It is not a dignified 
positionforayoung lady just ‘come out.’” 
And the fond mother looked proudly at her 
lovely daughter. 

“ Mother dear, I am sorry you were not 
able to come to th^ball last night,” said 
Gracie. “ I should have enjoyed it twice 
as much as going with Aunt Jane; hut I as¬ 
sure you I was very proper, and didn’t flirt 
a bit more than was absolutely necessary.” 

“ You saucy girl t” exclaimedher mother. 

“ Was it absolutely necessary to flirt at all ?” 

“O dear, yesP’ replied Grade. “You 
know it was an officers’ ball, and of course 
I was obliged to flirt just enough to let 
them think what an agreeable member of 
sodety I am.” . 

“ What an agreeable member of sodety 
you are P’ repeated her mother. “ Why, do,^, 
you suppose any one of them will give you”'- 
a second thought?” ' ' 

“Indeed I know one who will,” said 
Gracie, turning her bright eyes laughingly 
on her mother—“ and such a nice man too; 
only 1 am afraid he did not consider me 
quite grown-up.” 

“ That must bare been very trying to 
your feelings,” observed her mother, dryly. 
“May 1 ask what led you to come to that 
conclusion?” 

“ O, he told me at one time that he 
thought I had much belter sit down, as he 
was sure I was tired.” 

“ I dare say he—whoever ‘ he ’ is—was 
quite right,” said Mrs. MacAlister. 

“Yes, I was a little tired,” contend 
Grade, “ so I sat down for a while; and he 
talked to me just as if I were a baby.” 

“Why, what did he say?” 

“He asked me if I was not looking for¬ 
ward very anzionsly for tomorrow, as it is 
St. Yalentine’s Day. And I said, not par- 
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ticularly, as I knew wlio would send me 
valentines, and I did not care for them. 
Then he said he would send me one if I 
would answer it. So I agreed to do so. 
Wont it be fun? Don’t look so shocked, 
please, mother.” 

“ Gracie, Gracie, you are a dreadful girl 1 
. You must not think of doing such a thing.” 

“But, mother, I promised; and, if he' 
sends me one, I must send him one, too. 
He’s quite nice,” she continued, anxious to 
prepossess her mother in her admirer’s 
favor; “he is Captain Edgar Yilmar, of 
the —th Bangers.” 

Kb matter who he is, dear; you should 
be more reserved in your conversation with 
gentlemen. Come to luncheon now, and 
then go to your practising afterwards.” 

“ It’s too bad,” soliloquized Gracie, as 
she dashed off a brilliant “ Mazurka,” “ to 
thinkXmay not answ^his valentine; and 
he’s the nicest man 1 ever met—and an 
officer, too. I wish I could see him and 
tell him. I am sure he will keep his word, 
and of comae he will think me horrible to 
break mine.” And Gracie thought that to 
be considered “horrible” by Captain 
Edgar Vilmar would be very dreadful 
ind^d. 

Gmcie MacAllster was the only danghtm 
and heiress of Mr. George MacAllster, the 
owner of one of the large linen manufacto¬ 
ries which are so common in the north of 
, Ireland. She was just past seventeen, a 
blithesome innocent girl, gradually ripen¬ 
ing into womanhood. She had a perfectly 
shaped oval face but faintly tinged with 
*'color, which was, however, fully made np 
f6r by the rich coloring of the prettily 
curved lips, and by the delicately pencilled 
eyebrows that surmounted a pair of lovely 
violet-blue eyes. ' She was of about the 
middle height, and a inass of soft wavy 
brown hair crowned her well-shaped head. 

Gracie played.on, her thoughts all the 
time running upon the probabilities of 
Captain Yilmar’s tending her a valentine. 
One minute she wished he would do so—' 
she thought she should like him to flunk 
about her again; then the next minute she 
wmhed he wotild not, for of course she 
could not send him one in return. Her 
mother hadbeen lecturing her duHng the 
whole of funchepn.'time; and presetitfng 
her conduct to her‘‘mind’s eye” In 'sach 
grave colors that poor Gracie felt re^y to 
cry with'shame and vexaflon. 


“How do you do. Miss MacAlister? 1 
would not let the servant announce tae, as 
I wished^ hear that pretty set of waltzes 
you were playing.” And the subject of 
her thoughts advanced towards the alcove 
where the piano stood. 

“Captain Yilmar! Does my mother 
know you are here?” 

“ I really do not know,” he replied. “ I 
seem to have disturbed you?” 

“ O no, you haven’t disturbed me?’ said 
Gracie; “but what a dreadfully wet day 
for you to come out?’ 

“I called to know how you enjoyed your 
ball. You had great fun, hadn’t yon?” 

. “Yes, 1 enjoyed it very much,” s^d 
Gracie,.adding to herself, “Dear me, what 
a baby he thinks meP’—then aloud, as her 
mother entered, “ Mother, this is Captain 
Yilmar, the gentleman I was telling you 
about,” she continued, to her mother’s 
extreme annoyance, who very naturally 
did not wish that any man should have it 
jower to say that her Gracie had 
bTO flunking of or speaking about him. 

“ I am happy to see you. Captain VU- 
mar,” she said. “ I presume you were one 
of my daughter’s partners last night It 
was her first ball, and she has been quite 
enthusiastic about it” 

“ She seemed to enjoy herself thorough¬ 
ly, at all events,” said he, looking at GcaMe 
with a smile; much as one looks at a pretty 
spoiled child. 

Mrs. MacAlister—self-possessed woman 
of the world—managed to engross nearly 
the whole of the conversation. She had ho 
intention of allowing Gracie to have any 
more private or confidential interviews 
with this man until she knew something 
about him. The longer she conversed with 
him the more she wondered at the conver¬ 
sation Gracie had repeated to her; for 
Captain Yilmar did not look at all like the 
kind of person to trouble his head about 
such nonsense as valentines. He was a 
tall distinguished looking man, of about 
three-and-thirty; dark complexloned, and 
with a face which would have been decid¬ 
edly plain but for the rare sraile whichnow 
and then illumined it, and lit up the honest 
brown eyes; the mouth was shaded by a 
thick drooping mustache, the rest of the 
face being shaved a la mllUaire. Gracie 
felt rather proud of her admirer; she 
thought he was a great deal nicer than Mr. 
Hawkins the curate, although SH. Hawkins 
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had lovely, fair, curly hair, which he part¬ 
ed down the middle; and nicer than Willie 
Crosbie, who was &e son of a neighboring 
manufacturer, and a devoted admirer of 
Gracie^s; and she felt sure that, since he 
had taken the trouble to come and see her, 
he would nut forget about the valentine. 

Captain Vilmar soon rose to go, but not 
before he had obtained permission to call 
again—a circumstance which greatly de¬ 
lighted Grade. Her satisfaction was ob¬ 
livious enough to secretly annoy her moth¬ 
er, and very much please Captain Yllmar, 
who sat that evening in his sitting-room at 
the hotel nervously penning a few honest, 
manly, loving words, which Grade’s bright 
look when saying farewell that afternoon 
had given him courage to write. 

“ Jessie,” said Mr. MacAlister to his 
wife, as they sat alone together that night 
after Grade had gone to bed, “ I received 
a proposal of marriage t^ay for our 
Grade.” 

“From whom?” she ir 
her thoughts reverting ,to . _ ^ 

“From Mr. .JXarmaduke Osbbrhei” he 
replied. “ Certainly he is much older Chau 
Grade, but it would be a splen4id match 
for her.” 

The mother’s eyes glistenedMr. Os¬ 
borne was closely counected widi the aris¬ 
tocracy, and moved in the best society— 
many a titled mother would willingly have 
given him a daughter in marriage—imd a 
{woud woman was Mrs. MacAlister when 
she heard of the proposal. At last that 
for which she had planned tmd schemed 
all her life seemed within her grasp; for, 
despite herbusbsuid’s reputed great wealth, 
she bad fdled.in gaining admittance wHh- 
in the charmed circle of high life-rbeing 
the wife of “ a manufacturer,” she was by 
common consent ostracised. She did not 
reflect that the man to, whom she was will¬ 
ing to give her pure .innocent young daugh¬ 
ter waspld enough to be that daughter’s 
grandfather, and ^hat he was a noted roue 
and gambler besides. Ho, she only thought 
that she would be enabled to bold her bead 
higher than other mothers in her station 
in life. 

“ Where did Mr. Osborne see Grade ?” 
she inquired. 

“At the bfill last night.” 

“By-theTby,” said Mrs. MacAlister, 
“that reminds me—a Captain Yilmar, 



whom she met there, also called here to¬ 
day, and I really think Grade seemed quite 
to encourage him.” 

“HonsenseT’ returned Mr. MacAlister, 
in a tone of annoyance; “ she must put all 
such ideas out of ber head. I know what 
these military men are—^a set of fortune- 
hunters.” 

“ Then I assure you he and Grade’ 
seemed to hare made rapid advances,” 
said Mrs. MacAlister, “ for there was some 
talk of valentines between them.” 

“I wonder at you, Jessie?’ exelaimed 
her husband, now thoroughly angry. 
“ Ton know I told you a year ago 'that 
Gracie must make a good marriage.” 

“But I thought, dear,” said the wife, 
nervously, “ that all occasion for that was 
past. Are not your affairs in a more set¬ 
tled state ?” 

Mri ^cAlist^^^itated; hejSnlost 
shrank'from telffh'g his wife the rSii state 
of' the case, but he knew that without her 
help nothing could be done in the matter. 

' G^ng gloomily, so as not to meet her 
gaze, he said, “ Ho—affahs are worse than 
they have ever been', '^e new machinery 
that has just been put up at such enormous 
expense is lying there idle; next to nothing 
is doing in consequence of this talked-of 
war.” 

“But, i^orge dear, will not the soldiers 
want'linen ?” asked the wife, thinking she 
was saying something comforting.! 

yoa women understand nothing 
about business ?’ he replied. “ However, 
you can help me if you like.” 

“How?” said she, eagerly. 

“By bringing Gracie round to marry 
Osborne,” was' the reply. “ I know girls 
have se'ntimehial notions, but you must get 
them out of her head. He has plenty of 
money,; rad I have ho doubt will be glad 
'enough to lend me some if he thinks he 
can get Gracie.” 

“I shall do my best,” said his wife. 
“ Gracie ought not to requite much per¬ 
suasion ; it would be a most brilliant mar¬ 
riage for a girl in her position,” 

“ Mr. Osborne is to dine here to-mor¬ 
row,” continued Mr. MacAlister; “sopre¬ 
pare Gracie to make herself agreeable to 
him. And mind, FU not have any flirta¬ 
tion or nonsense with that officer fellow. 
If he. comes here, just give him the cold 
shoulder.” 

“Let me manage it,” said Kia. Mac- 
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Alister. She shall marry Mr. Oshome, 
and she shall have no more to say to Cap¬ 
tain Tilmar.” 


CHAPTEB n. 

“Wbli., only fancy, mother, Captain 
VUmar never sent me the valentine, after 
all.” 

“ You see you were too sangnine, dear,” 
repUed Hrs. hfacAJister. ‘‘ Gentlemen do 
not consider themselves bound to fnlfil all 
the ^mises they make to young ladies.” 

Gracio thought she was very sorry that 
Captain Vllmar did not fulfil his promise; 
she would just like to have-seen what kind 
of a-valentine he would have written. She 
bad thou^t very much of the grave ear¬ 
nest face that morning as her maid was 
, weaving the bright hair into the wondrous 
W- network of plaits which adorned her pretty 
bead. 

Captain Tiimar had also thought of his 
plaiii grave face, and had wished that for 
Gracie’s sake it was a handsome' one; he 
knewit was not the face to take^ the fancy 
of a bright young giri. Yet no woman ever 
•a. iooked into Edgar Vilmar’s face ^thout 
_ t ' trusting him; it was the face of a man who 
js. could .not be otherwise than gentle and 
chivalrous towards wonieii. He wished 
his valentine “ God-speed” and a favor¬ 
able answer, little dreaming that it was to 
be snugly hidden away in a secret drawer 
■ of Mrs. MacAlistefs escrilotre. 

Yes, that was Uie fSe' of Captain 
Yilmar’s valentine; and, having transacted 
that piece of business, Mrs. MacAlister de- 
' scended to the b^^kfutf^i^nd, kissing 
Gracie, ate a heartieqpMH^^baii she 
had eaten for some time past. 

“ Perhaps, on the whole, moi([|||^^s 
well that Captain Y^aiar did no^eiflV^ 
a valentine, because I could not send him 
one in return, as'l promised,” said Gracie, 
who could not help reverting to the sub¬ 
ject now and then. 

“ It is much better that he should not 
send you one,” replied her mother; “ and 
it’s just a lesson to you, my dear, not to 
heed all gentlemen say.” 

“But I really believed him, mother,” 
said Gracie; “ he looked like a man who 
could nut Say anything he did hot mean. 
Perhaps,” she exclaimed, suddenly; “I 
may get it by the afternoon’s postp’ 

“ O. don’t trouble yourself auy more 


about him, Gracie P* said her mother. 
“Do you know that Mr. Osborne is to dine 
here to-day?’ 

“ThatdisagreeahleoldmanP’ exclaimed 
Gracie. “He followed me about at the 
ball the other night, and -wanted to dance 
with me that time I sat down with Captain 
■yilmar.” 

“ Gracie, do not speak so disrespectfully 
of Mr. Osborne,” said her mother; “he is 
a most valued friend of your father’s.” 

“Why, mother,” said Gracie, looking 
puzzled, “ we hardly know him I” 

“ He is to dine here to-day,” continued 
her mother, “ and your father and I par¬ 
ticularly request that you -will make your¬ 
self agreeable to him.” 

“So I will, mother,” replied Gracie; 
“ and, if Captain Tilmar sends me a i^en- 
tine' Fll exhibit it, and say from whom it 
is; for I saw Mr. Osborne looking quite 
spitefully at him the other night when we 
went off together.” 

'“Gracie, yon must not say anything 
abtiiit this Captain Tilmar,” said her 
mother.' “ The truth is, Mr. Osborne has 
proposed for yon, and your father and I 
give the marriage our fullest approval.” 

“ I—-marry—Mr. OsbomeP’ slowly ejac¬ 
ulated Gracie. “'Why, mother, he is a 
dreadful bid man! Surely you and papa 
do not wish me to marry him P’ 

“ My dearest child;” said Mrs. MacAlis¬ 
ter, “you know we' are only anxious to 
secure your happiness; and we feel sure 
that Mr. Osborne will make a most-affec- 
tiouate and excellent husband. I cannot 
imdefsteud your refusing him; half the 
girts in the coulity would be glad of such a 
chance.” 

“J am' quite willing to give him to half 
the girls in the county,” returned Grade, 
petulantly. 

“I hear your father coming down stairs,” 
said Mrs.'MacAlister; “pray'db notannoy 
himhy giving way to your teihper in such 
a manner.” 

Mr. MacAlister entered and took his 
piace at the breakfast-tabie in a preoccu¬ 
pied way. -They were ah uncomfortable 
trih—Grade trembling and terrified, aud 
longing, yet not dating, to steal aWay and 
ponder the news her mother had told her, 
Mrs.' MacAlister anxious yet determiiied, 
'and her husband careworn and depressed. 

As the latter finished his bre^fasthe 
looked at Grade, and said,'with a ghastly 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



attempt at a smile, “ So my little Grade is 
going to be a lady, fit to hold up her bead 
amongst the best in the county?’’ 

Grade did not answer, but the color 
mounted to her forehead, and she pressed 
her lips firmly together, as if to restrain 
herself from answering. 

“ Have you spoken to her upon the mat¬ 
ter,” he continued, addressing Mrs. Mac- 
Aiister, “ and told her of the honor Mr. 
Osborne has done her?” 

“I do not consider it any honor I” ex¬ 
claimed Grade. “Surely, papa, you do 
not wish me to marry him?’ 

*’ My dear Grade, you are young and in¬ 
experienced, or yon would not speak so,” 
said her father. “ Mr. Osborne is a man 
of whom any girl rrright be proud—rich 
and well-bom.” 

Grade wondered if she was dreaming. 
Couid it be possibie that her parents wished 
her to marry that disagreeable old man? 
Surely it must be some horrible nightmare. 
Bising and standing beside her father’s 
chair, she said, excitedly, “ Papa, tell me 
all about It. I feel sure I do trot rightly 
understand what you and mother mean.” 

An expression of pain shot over his care¬ 
worn face, giving it a haggard look. With¬ 
out looking at Grade, he motioned her 
away with his hand, saying, “ Go away, 
my child—want to speak with your 
mother.” 

She mechanically obeyed. She was right 
when she said she did not qidte understand 
what her father and mother had been 
speaking to her about—she was stunned! 
Marry that old man I She recollected how 
she had tried to avoid him at the ball, and 
how grateful she had felt to Captain Til- 
mar when the latter had taken her away. 
She wondered if Captain Tilmar had'seen 
that she was trying to avoid Mr. Osborne; 
she wondered what he would say if he 
heard she was going to be married; she 
wondered why he bad not sent the valen¬ 
tine, as he had promised. In fact, Grace 
kept wondering and wondering, until her 
thoughts went bimk again to the ball; and, 
as she recalled various looks and tones of 
Captain Vilmat’a, she wondered very much 
what they bad meant. 

Presently her musingswere interrupted 
by her mother’s voice calling to her to come 
down. As she entered the breakfast-room, 
she gave an involuntary start of surprise 
at the appearance which her father pre¬ 


sented. He was seated in his usual place, 
his form bent, and his hands hanging list¬ 
lessly on the arms of the chair. Baising 
his eyes, the expression in them of despair¬ 
ing entreaty went to Grade’s very soul. 
Desiring her to sit down, he drew a letter 
from bis pocket, saying; 

“Grade, I’ve been a good father to 
you ?” 

*‘Tes, papa,” she said, in an amazed 
tone. 

“And your mother and I have always 
tried to make our little Grade happy?’ 
Grade assented. “ Then, to please us, we 
hope our Grade will accede to our wishes, 
and many Mr. Osborne.” 

“Papa, papa,” she cried, wildly, “do 
not ask me to do that! Pil do anything 
else to please you.” 

“ You could not do anything else which 
would give us half so much pleasure,” said 
her'mother. “ 'What are your objections ?’ 

“ O, because he is so old, and I should 
be so unhappy,” she replied. “I could 
never love him—O, I cannot marry him i 
Please, please, papa darling, do not ask • 
meP’ 

“ Grade,” said Mr. MacAlister, in an, 
odd constrained voice, “ would you like to" 
see all of us leave our own dear home, and 
go forth into the world without money, and 
very likely without friends?’ 

“Ho, papa. But why should we? Can 
Mr. Osborne send us away?” 

“ Far from that—^he can keep us in It. 
Grade, I am a ruined man. You cannot 
understand all about it, but 1 want money 
very badly, and, unless you marry Mr. 
Osborne, I do not know where to look for 

it.” .jUBIiW'*' 

“CanhoTyou gent at the bank, papa?” 

^^^||nAlister made an impatient ges- 
tappiug^e letter with his finger, 
said, “ Will you marry Mr. Osborne or not? 

1 must have your answer before I reply to 
this letter. Will you have your .mother 
and me cast as beggars upon.the streets?’ 

Grade gave a faint little, cry. 

“Don’t—don’t, papal Yes, Pll marry 
Mr. Osborne—tell him so. Perhaps—^per¬ 
haps something wiU happen, so that he 
will not ask me.” 

“But he has asked you,” said her fatter, 

“ and he means what- he says; so rnind 
you be attentive to him when he comes 
hero this evening.” 

Mrs. MacAlister herself superintended 
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Gracie’s toilet, and yery lovely she looked, 
notwithstanding the sad troubled look in 
the sweet violet eyes. She was dressed in 
pale hlne, whilst costly pearls gleamed on 
her white neck and rounded arms. 
She passively received Mr. Osborne’s at¬ 
tentions—she did not repel, neither did she 
encourage them. The enamoured swain 
was upwards of sixty, short, stout, florid- 
compleaioned, and with scanty gray hmrs 
fringing a bald, round, bullet-shaped head. 
He was pompous and egotistical in his 
manner of speaking, and, it seemed to 
strike Gracie, decidedly patronizing toward 
her father and mother; but what most re¬ 
pelled her was the bard sensual look in his 
little cunning gray eyes. She felt her heart 
grow sick within her. 

“ So the Bangers are ordered oS?” said 
Mr. MacAlister. 

“ 1 believe so. Our hospitable entertain¬ 
ers of the other evening will soon be danc¬ 
ing after the enen^ instead of after the 
pretty girls,” said Mr. Osborne, looking at 
Gracie with an idiotic leer intended to be 
killing. 

Mrs. MacAlister sentup an inward prayer 
of thankfulness, while little Gracie felt a 
sharp pain pierce through her heart and 
move her in spite of the stagnant apathy 
which had been gradually settling down 
nponber. And so he was going? Perhaps 
she should never see hint again! 

• ••••«• 

A group of officers were lounging in one 
of the windows of the hCiltown Hotel; the 
waiter was distributing the contents of the 
afternoon’s postrhag, and soon the group 
dispersed, leaving Captain Yilmar and the 
old gray-headed re^mental surgeon the 
sole occupants of the apartment. 

“Are you sure there hb letter for 
me?” asked Captain Yilmar. 

“ No sir,” was the reply. Andva%the 
waiter spoke a handsome carriage drove 
past. 

“ Is not that Mr. MacAlister’s carris^e ?’ 
inquired Surgeon Specnlnm. 

“ Yes sir,” was the reply. The waiter 
was fond of a bit of gossip, so he contin¬ 
ued, “ That elderly gentleman sitting on 
the front seat is Mr. Marmadnke Osborne, 
and I have just heard that he is going to be 
married to Miss MacAlister.” 

Captain Yilmar went for a walk. He 
knew, or fancied ho knew, now why he had 
not received the promised answer. But 


when had the engagement taken place? 
Certainly since he had seen her last, when 
she had looked at him so trustingly as she 
laid her little hand in his broad palm. The 
very thought of her toneh thrilled through 
him strangely; he was soon going away to 
certain danger and probable death, and he 
felt that he should like dearly to feel once 
more the gentle pressure of that tiny hand. 
But—but was she not the affianced bride of 
another man ? When he recollected that, 
this brave honest gentleman almost felt 
ashamed of his own thoughts, and told 
himself that it was a jnst Judgment upon 
him for falling in love with a little girl 
whom he had seen only two or three'times. 


CHAPTEB TTT. 

“Moihkb dear, I wish yon would not 
ask me to go to tea to the Bectory to¬ 
night,” said Gracie MacAlister, about a 
week after the events Just recorded had 
taken place. 

“Don’t be absurd, GracieP’ returned 
her mother. “You know Mr. Osborne ■will 
he-there; and what would people say if you 
were absent?” 

Gracie sighed wearily and acquiesced; 
she did not care much, as far as she was 
herself concerned, what people thought 
upon the subject—she only knew that she 
felt heartsore and terrified. Mr. Osborne’s 
pleadings for an early day to be fixed foe 
the wedding seemed to make the whole 
dreaded a&air so horribly real, and the 
constant state of excitement in which her 
mother managed to keep her had so worked 
upon Gracie’s mind, that she longed ear¬ 
nestly to be allowed to spend , that one 
evening quietly by herself. 

No one could say that the Bev. Mr. and 
Mrs. Dormer might be ashamed to. meet 
their greatest enemy in the gare —for a 
family of seven blooming daughters bad 
blessed their union. Therefore, taking 
that circumstance into consideration, it is 
not to be wondered at-that Mrs. Dormer 
took quite a motherly interest in the offi¬ 
cers of the Bangere—poor young fel¬ 
lows, living there in a hotel, deprived of 
the congenial atmosphere of home, etc., 
etc.!—hence two or three of the defenders 
of their country might be seen hpyqriug 
about the Bectory any time between lun¬ 
cheon and supper-time. And no .wonder; 
either; tor the rector’s dao^ters -were 
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nice, pleasaut, good girls, who always 
dressed and looked very much alike—as 
far as personal attractions were concerned, 
the Hisses Dormer were chiefly remarkable 
for a superabundance of adipose Ussue and 
fair hair. Added to the foregoing induce- 
ments, the rector’s wine was excellent, and 
Hrs. Dormer was a gem of a hostess, pos¬ 
sessing the charm of making every one feel 
perfectly at home. 

“ We are so glad to hear of your engage¬ 
ment, Grade, and we all wish you every 
happiness, dear,” said Miss Dormer to 
Grade in the hall. 

Hr. Osborne is here. Grade, and all 
the gentlemen have been congratulating 
him, except that stuck-up Captain Yilmar,” 
supplemented Mary Dormer, a bright-eyed 
girl of about Grade’s own age. 

Our little heroine felt a vivid blush over¬ 
spread her face, and her heart beat fast as 
she entered the drawing-room of the Bec- 
tory. Never had she looked more lovely, 
and, as Mr. Osborne ostentatiously placed 
her on the-sofa beside himself, her eyes 
met those of Captain Yilmar, who was 
earnestly gazing at her with a. tender pity¬ 
ing glance; she held out her hand to. him, 
and, coming forward; he silently pressed it, 
and then returned to:his station by the 
piano. 

Mr. Osborne, was, under any circum¬ 
stances, an ofiicious lover, and laboring 
under the influence of the rector’s famous 
wine, his face looked redder than usual, 
his round bald head glistened in the wax- 
light, and his voice sounded thick and 
husky. Grade felt towards him an inde¬ 
scribable loathing. O, if he would only 
leave her! She thought it would not be so 
bad if he even kept at a distance. Captain 
Yilmat’s was not the only pitying eye 
tamed' upon her that evening; and a proud 
and grateful little girl was Grade when 
Hiss Dormer asked her to come to the 
piano and give them some music. 

Grade played; and when somebody came 
to take -her place at the instmment she 
mans^dtosllp unnoticed into a comer, 
out of the ken of her mother and her be¬ 
trothed. Two of the Misses Dormer were 
vigorously executing the overture to 

Zampa,” yet, to her ear, more distinctly 
than the music sounded Captain Yilmar’s 
voice, saying: 

“Will you pardon my seeming imperti¬ 
nence in sending you a valentine, Miss 


MacAlister? I would not have presumed 
to do so had I known you were engaged.” 

Grade looked at him in blank amaze¬ 
ment. She was correct when she said that 
he looked like a man who meant what he 
said. The grave good eyes looked at her 
with the same tender pitying light in them, 
and Grade felt that she trusted him with 
her whole soul. 

Did you really send me the valentine ?” 
she asked. “ I never got it.” 

** 1 sent it,” he replied. “ I cannot ac¬ 
count for your not having received it.” 

“I never got it,” she repeated. “ What 
conld have become of it?” * 

“ Never mind it-^rhaps it is just as 
well,” said he, quickly, the probable fate 
of the valentine flashing across his acute 
mind. 

“ But I will mind it. I was so sorry not 
to have received it,” said Grade, innocently. 

A keen pang of djlight shot through 
Edgar Yilmar’s heart at her words. Bend¬ 
ing over her, he said in^ low tone, “ Were 
you engaged to Mr. Osborne on St. Yalen- 
tine’s morning?” 

Grade turned ashy pale as she answered 
in the negative. 

There she sat, his litUe white lamb, his 
little love—the affianced bride of another 
man! There was no one near to listen to 
him, 80 be might have tdd her of his love, 
might have disturbed her mind, might have 
flirted with her; but, instead, the brave 
honest gentleman went over to where Mrs. 
MacAlister was sitting,- and saying, “ Miss 
MacAlister is not well; X think she wants 
yon,” at once left the Bectory. 

The next motniog, as* the snn rose from 
behind the smooth green hills, Grade lay 
tossing wearily on her couch, when the gay 
strdns of a military baud broke upon her 
ear. She then knew that tbe — Bangers 
were leaving Miltown, and Grade turned 
upon her pillow and wept.* 


CHAPTEB IV.' 

Gbacie’s wedding took place on Mayday 
—as lovely a day as could be desired. The 
sun shone as if there were no breaking 
hearts in the world; It radiated through 

Tbe sainted flgtues 
On the caMtDcnt painted, 

and flooded.the wide [chancel of Miltown 
church, where .were assembled, the;group 
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of gay guests who were to bear witness to 
the moral murder about to be committed. 

A slight bustle amongst the guests; some 
one is entering the church. O, it’s only 
the bridegroom! Few men look to advan¬ 
tage on their wedding-day; and Mr. Os¬ 
borne, never very prepossessing in appeai'- 
ance, looked still less so on this particular 
occasion; for, feeling himself to be the 
cynosure of all eyes, he became proportion¬ 
ately redder and more nervous. At length 
the bride arrived, leaning on her father’s 
arm. She advanced up the church, her 
sweet sad face as colorless as the pure 
white siik dress she wore. Soon all was 
over, and Harmadnhe Osborne and Oracle 
MacAlister were pronounced man and wife. 

Broad and rich lands lay around Better- 
ton Hall, Grade’s new home. It was a 
stately bulldlng, replete with every luxury 
that wealth could procure; Tet, with all, 
it is almost superfluous to state. Grade was 
not happy. Her mother’s glowing antici¬ 
pations did not seem likely to be quickly 
realized. Despite his “ high breeding,” 
Mr. Marmaduke Osborne was tainted-^th’ 
the vulgar dee of “ stinginess and many 
a time Grade felt the hbtr flush of shame 
rise to her forehead » she saw her hus¬ 
band—in a perfectly legal but despicably 
mean manner—amulet a poor servant of part 
of his or her hardly-earned wages-^for 
hardly-earned they were sure to be at Bet¬ 
terton Hall. After a scene of the kind, 
which took place one day'aboutayear after 
their marri^e, she endeavored to remon¬ 
strate with her husband, when he tiifned 
angrily upon her. • ' '■ ‘ ^ -l.- 

“ Tod dp well to speak, madanii” helre- 
torted. “ Becolleck that" ^ou married in'e 
to save your family from'be^dy.' Ask 
your father to pay me "the money he got 
from mOj and thenTmay perhaps afford to 
be generous. ; 0,'Marmadiike“Dsbornewa3 
not such a fool as he apphafed,' and as' you 
will one day find to your cost!” '' 

“How dare you speak to me in that 
manuer?” she exclaimed. “Have I not 
been a good faithful wife to you?” 

“ Hal I should like to find youknything 
else,” he replied. “ButT know irou don’t 
care for mej any more than you do for the 
chair on which you axe sitting.” * 

Grade sank back, speechless With’terror.- 
"“‘Come, co'mei”'continued herhnsbaiid, 
“none of your mrst or graceS with me, 
madam. I know 'well that you don't care 


for me, your lawful husband—I know that 
you never cared for me, and I am sure that 
you care for some other man; deny it if 
you can P’ 

“I do deny itP’ she cried, indignantly; 
and, poor girl, she honestly believed what 
she said. “ I have tried hard to feel to¬ 
wards you as a wife ought, but—but—” 

“ But what, Mrs. Osborne? Pray go op 
—am listening to you.” 

“ For Heaven’s sake, stop, Marmaduke 1 
In what way have I failed in my duty to¬ 
wards yon?” she cried. 

“Listen to me, Mrs. Osborne. Havel 
not seen you sitting quietly, and a soft lov¬ 
ing look come into those wonderful eyes of 
yours—a look which faded out of them 
quickly enough whenever I spoke to you? 
Have I not watched you at the piano as 
you sat playing low sweet music, and the 
color came and went iu your face, and I 
knew by your eyes that your heart was not 
here ? And have I not noticed your fever¬ 
ish anxiety to see the daily papers? Ah, 
you may start, but deny all this if you caul 
However, you shall bitterly regret the day 
you ever' deceived me and became my 
wife;” " • ' 

“ I bitterly regretted it long ago,” she 
said'; “ your jealous surmises are only sur- 
inises, after alk” 

“ Then why did you marry me ?” 

“To save my father from mini There! 
I confess if now.' But I never deceived 
you-^r never professed to love yon.” 

Her husband fastened his cold malignant 
gray eyes upon her with an-expression 
which froze her very heart’s blood, and 
saidj-sneetingly; “O; jfou did, did yon? 

An affectionate father he has proved in 

retumP' - . i : • ,, 

■ “ I do not wish to discuss- that matter,” 
she said, coldly, and rose- to leave 'the 
room.' ■ 

“But r Intend that yon shall discuss it, 
and' that fully, madam 1 Sit down,” be 
said; pushing her roughly into a chair. 
“Doyon know,” he continued, “ that this 
property Is entailed, and that, should I die 
•without leaving a son behind me, it passes 
to a very distant' cohireciion? Tour affec¬ 
tionate lather'was sbanxious to have yott 
married to me'that he took do trouble 
abodt marriage settlements! 'add thembhey 
that wonid 'otherwise Have' been-settled 
upon you was made over to him tb prop np 
his faiiing business, so that, should you be 
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left a gay .'widow, you will also be a penni¬ 
less one.” 

“ I don’t want your money F’ she ex¬ 
claimed, passionately. “ I would not touch 
one penny of it. I shall leave you, and go 
back to my father!” 

“Ask leave first. Mr. and Mrs. Osborne 
arc a most united couple in the eyes of the 
world—a perfe-.t Darby and Joan—and .so 
we shall continue; don’t dare to make a 
scene and'bare my name spoken of in the 
neighborhood!” be cried. And with this 
parting injunction, Mr. Osborne left the 
room. 

His miserable wife tottered to the sofa 
and buried her face in the cushions. Her 
husband’s surmises were every one correct 
—she, wretched woman that she was, had 
been trying to stifle and keep down the 
yearnings of her heart; but at times it 
would break from her control, and an over¬ 
whelming passion for sympathy and con¬ 
genial companionship would utterly over¬ 
come her; and then, in spirit, she saw a 
plain grave face and a pair of tender pity¬ 
ing eyes, and her swift thoughts flew over 
the sea, and she saw the red field of Imttle, 
heard the cannon booming, saw the flower 
of England put down, and through it all 
her mind’s eye followed one stalwart form; 
then—then the mental picture became hor¬ 
ribly vivid, and, as her husband had re¬ 
marked, she feverishly scanned the records 
of carnage which day by day appeared in 
the newspapers, unutterably thankful when 
each day passed over and no mention was 
made of the name she so eagerly sought, 
for.; 

Another summer passed away, and the 
autumn that ensued brought many changes. 
Mr. MacAlister failed utterly in business, 
and a stroke of paralysis was but the con- 
surnmation of the end which he. had been 
anticipating many months before. In the 
midst of her grief for her father, the 
autumn brought a daughter to Grade, 
much to the annoyance and disappoint- 
mentof her husband, who anxiously wi^ed 
for a son; but an end was soon put to his 
disappointment, for the baby was hardly 
two months oM when Mr. Osborne was 
carried home one night cold and dead. He 
had been thrown from his horse while re- 
toniing.in a state of intoxication from a 
dinner-party, and concnssion of the brain 
had ensned. 


CHAPTBE V. 

Afteb the death of her father, her 
mother had come to live -with Grade— 
forced to do so by the very urgent reason 
that there was nowhere else for her to go 
to; the old home of Grade’s childhood and 
youth had therefore passed away. With 
the death of her husband the means of 
subsistence for herself and her child were 
likewise gone, and the affairs of the estate 
having been wound up, .she found herself 
the possessor of but a few hundred pounds 
in the world, while a delicate mother and 
a helpless baby looked to her for support. 

Grade Osborne sat alone by her child’s 
cradle one night a short time dter her hus¬ 
band’s death. Her bright silky hair was 
plainly banded beneath that hideous head- 
gear, the conventional widow’s cap, her 
black dress hung in heavy folds round her 
slight figure, and her almost transparently 
white hands lay listlessly upon her lap. 
There she sat thinking, thinking, thinking 
how she was to find daily bread for herself 
and her baby. At length.she rose qdckly, 
and, proceeding to her mother’s bedroom, 
she gently opened the door and advanced 
towards the bed, saying, in a low voice: 

“Are you asleep, mother?’ 

“So, dear,” she replied;_“is there any¬ 
thing the matter?” 

“O noF* said Grade; “I merely came 
in to say that 1 think 1 shall go over to the 
Bectory early to-morrow morning. I want 
to consult Mr. Dormer about some busi¬ 
ness.” 

“Tery well, dear,” sdd her mother. 

“And I shall probably not return to- 
morrowni^t,” she continued. “.Youwill 
take care of my darling, mother ?•?. 

For answer her mother drew her towards 
her and kissed her. 

Early the next morning Grade ordered 
the carriage—now, alasl hers no longer— 
and drove to the Bectory, which was about 
seven miles from Hetterton Hall. She was 
received with as much warmth of aSection 
and free-hearted hospitality as in toe days 
of her prosperity, each one vieing with the 
other to make her feel that she still held 
the same old place in thdr hearts. 

“It is so good of you to come, Gracie. 
But why did you not .bring the baby?” 
asked Miss Dormer. 

“ I come on business—that is why Tam 
here so early,” she replied. “ I was afndd 
1 shonld miss seeing yonr father.” 
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•' “Tou are not going to speak' abontbosi- 
flcssnntil yoneata good breakfast,V said 
■MifcCormer;- 

. ‘•“-'Would you like to'come"and speak 
'sritb me In tbe study, Oracle P’ said Hr. 
Dormer. 

“Hot unless you wish it particularly,” 
'sbereplied.•’“The tmth'is,-! came hfere 
totalk orer my prospects, and to ask for 
some advice as to what you think I ought 
to do towards earning alirelihood for my¬ 
self and my child.” And, as the young 
widow said these words, tbe poor pale sad 
face flushed, and the tews welled up in the 
great violet eyes. 

Of course all the good-hearted-girls and 
their mother wept for sympathy. The 
rector blew his nose in a suspicious man¬ 
ner, and it was some minutes ere' he said, 
laying his hand hiudiy on Gracie’s shduider: 

“ Don’t fret, my child j thank Gdd fliat 
be has put the thought into your-heart. 
'Wbtk is no disgrace.” ’ 

‘ ’“-But I don’t know what work Tam-fit 

for,” said Grade, desperately.' “ I am not 
competent to berarn'e- a teafcher; tm'd, even 
if I were, I could not leave my chjldi” '' ' 

“No, certainly-not, poor little’darlihgr’ 
Wasehonised by the girls. ■ " ' 

“Qmet—qWet, now said the-rector. 

“ Could you not teach young children ?^> ' 

“-Idare say I-coald; T know 1 under¬ 
stand music'well; but, as I said before; i 
canndfc l»ve my child.”' ' . 

■ “ Could you take pupils at home?’in-!- 
quired the rector. 

“EecoUec^ Augustus dear,” interrupted 
Mrs. Dormer, “ how very badly teachers 
arejnud.” 

“ Ihave thought'of‘that inyself;” said 

Grade, “ and,' as I sat thinkinglart night; 
an idea came into my head; but I ain half 
afraid to broach it to'you” ■ : i . 

”Why should you‘‘be afrdd to teU us 
anything. Grade?’ asked Mrs. Dormer- 
" Did you not come here for addce ?’ - 

“ Come, Grade, let os have the benefit 

of thlaWery wish'idea'of yours,” sird the 
rector,- seeing that she hbltai^-“ ‘ “'But, 
first of ail,' how much money have ybh?’ 

" Only between six and sevUn- h'dirdted 
pounds,” she replied: - 1 -• 

■■“'What‘u'‘lot of moneyV’ Grade'F*'-hx-: 
claimed Mary Dormer. '“I’don't'seewhp 
youimfedWanything:’’ - 

'&ai^ »niiled'‘'^fy.‘-"‘j4javetsity^-.hnd 
tai^ht her a le8s<7n; - -she ''fen'evr''that the 


money she possessed was very good as 
something.against a rdny day.'bntf'khe 
knew that it would soon melt away 'uniess 
there were something edraing in fof dally 
-'wants. ■ ■ ‘ ii:v ■■ 

“•I was thinking,” she said, nervously 
loolang from one to the other, " of opening 
s-jme kind of business.” ’ 

" Capital P’ said Hiss Dormer, energeti¬ 
cally.: : “ I am’ sure a good dressmaker’s es¬ 
tablishment in Dublin would succeed.” 

“ What do you say to it, Mrs. Dormer?’ 
asbed-Grade. 

• “ Tou brave little thing?’ said thb kind- 
hearted woman, rising-and kia8ing"her, 
“-But what do you buOw about business, 
dear?’ i . 

“Nothing yet,” she replied; “but T 
could learn. Some of your girls seem Eon- 
rifled at the idea.” - : .i ’ ; ' 

“I am Sony they are so foolish and 
Uttle-minded,” said the rector, gravely: 
“ X consider you deserve the highest praise; 
Mrs. Osborne, and Ihighlyapproveof your 
plan.” -■-■’ ■• 

■ “And-^so do I,’’ said Katie Dormer ; “and 
when: I’m gbing'to be married ril'gef you 
to make all my dresses.”: ‘ “ 

“Katiesays that,:Gradei” putininother 
of the seven, “ because she thinks'you’ll 
do thcm’cheaply.” - ■ ; ' 

"Be quiet;-girls,” said MrS.‘Dormer; 
“ this isno laughing matter. WemUstsee 
what can be done for Grade.” 

Quietly and‘steadilT- the matter -was 
talked-dver by Mre-'Dermer ahd'he'r deaf-^ 
headed practical daughters, and the re^t 
of their deliberations -was that, as'Grade 
Wooia 'leave' Netterton' Hall 'the foUo^ng 
week; Mrs;'jfecAIister and the baby should 
be’tran^fted tW the'^^cfory, whilst Mis;’ 
Dormer mia (^de Went ^ Dublin to 'see' 
what could' 'he dohe -towards establTshlng 
the latter'iahnsihess. '■ ■ 

But "a great m'ahy details had' to he con¬ 
sidered, "and 'the' Ghristniasr'snoW was' o’ti 

the gnjund ere-Giacie-vvasfnsiaiied-iil’cbm- 

ferlabie’^apartm'cttfs -ia- adeadibg'-Bnljliii 
street;-' kU'd” a’ ■ respfectahie i^rebii 'well 
known m Mrs. Dormer; engaged as g^eial 
nran^er. The tenderly-reared’Gitoe Os^ 
borne Was'fairly iaunch^d i^'oif'ilici 'gi^ 
oeeaW' of-life;' to* fighih'e'r‘%yal’b&si-’shB 

might hgam5fAe’h{lia^‘iicI‘6r^^j,^’^£ 
trial'Whieh'-eac'h"oire hf us' who'fe?e?M'd^s 
to bredst the '-waves aiid g^‘ the ^oaTm’^ 
ineWtablymtet -■ 
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CHAPTER YL 

. PsACB was prp<daiined. JTar was over. 
All Dublin seemed half mad with joy oh 
ti^atb^ghida^ in the early summer of 1S56 
when the joyful tidings were ofBcially pro- 
c^imed in various parts of the city. Many 
a woman’s heart sent forth a cry of thank¬ 
fulness, while the men stood with heads 
reverently uncovered,' and thanked the 
good God who had mercifully put an end 
to the slaughter which had made so many 
women childless and widows. 

And then there came another day~a day 
on which some remnants of the war-worn 
regiments came home. The daily papers 
were loud in their praises of their valor and 
daring; and second to none in bearing 
away the palm for bravery were the gallant 
— Rangers, at the head of which rode 
Colonel Edgar Yilmar. 

Gracie saw the espected arrival of the 
i^iment announced in the newspapers, 
and she knew that on their way to barracks 
the troops would have to pass her house. 
Old memories arose and stirred the depths 
cd her heart, as she read Edgar Yihnar’s 
weil-remembered name; and then, sensible 
little woman as she was, she wiped away a 
few tears which would impertinently in¬ 
trude themselves, and said to herself how 
foolish she was; for what could the great 
and brave Colonel Yilmar have in common 
with Grace Osborne, milliner and dress¬ 
maker? 

But now the inspiring sonnd of military 
music was heard appMaching, mingled 
with the “huzzas” of the crowd. Nearer 
and still nearer the music came. A blue¬ 
eyed baby came creeping along the floor, 
and one little hand plucked at Grade’s 
dress, while another pointed to the win¬ 
dow, and a baby voice cried, “ Mamma— 
come—-mammaP’ And Gracie obeyed, and 
the first face her eyes rested upon was that 
of Edgar Yilmar, plainer, more ragged 
looldng than of yore, but yet Edgar Yilmar, 
returned covered with glory, and apparent¬ 
ly safe and well. She had only a glance 
at his face, and he passed from her sight. 

After a short time sickness began to 
m^e havoc amongst the troops. Notwith¬ 
standing the cold wintry weather, fever ran 
lugh, and a rumor spread throngboot the 
city that the brave and beloved Colonel 
Yilmar was stricken down by it and lay 
sick—sick even almost unto death. On 
Christmas Day Gracie knelt at her prayers, 


and with trembling Ups prayed “for all 
sick persons,” and V.focone-!-0, foronein 
particularP’ and the prayer was granted. 
Edgar yilmar did not die, though formany 
days he lay hovering between life , and 
death. 

.«««•«» 

Xisdy Beckham was one of Grade’s chief 
patronesses; she was a kind, hustling, lady¬ 
like woman, and the pretty pale face and 
gentle well-bred manners of the young 
widow had deeply interested her. Enter¬ 
ing Gracie’s show-rooms one day early in 
February, she said, laughingly; 

“ I have not been a very good cnstomer 
lately, Mrs. Osborne, yet I am come now 
to ask yon to do me a favor.” 

“ I shall be happy to oblige you in any 
way In my power, Lady Beckham,” said 
Gracie, who could not help liking the kind- 
hearted woman, who always treated her-as 
a lady. 

“Well,” continued the.lady, “mybroth¬ 
er, Colonel Yilmar, is a great invalid, and 
1 want to have a dressing-gown made for 
out ol this Indian material.’ ’ And 
displayed a costly piece of some goi^ous 
Eastern fabric. “ 1 know it is not in your 
line,” she continued, “ but it is too costly 
to entrust to other hands to make up; so 
that is why I have asked you.” 

Gracie accepted the task, and no hands 
but her own pretty ones accomplished it. 
It was a labor of love, and truly the gar¬ 
ment was baptized with many a secret tear. 

Thedressing-gownwas jnstfinbhed, and 
was to be sent home the .next morning. 
Gracie was industriously working at some 
of the embroidery of the collar, when, to 
her dismay, she found, that she had used 
up ail the sewing-sUk of the.required color. 
What was to be done ? It was late at night 
~all the shops were shat, and the garment 
was positively to be, home before nine the 
next morning. Her exclamation of dismay 
roused her mother, who wuft dozing.by the 
fire. 

“ What is the with you. Grade ?” 

“ What shaU I do, mother? 1 have not 
silk enough to fliush Lady JBeckham’s 
dressing-gown r’ 

“Is that all?” asked her mother. 
“Take my keys. 1 think there is .tome 
like it in my top drawer.” 

Gracie took the keys and renligh^y.up 
stairs, opened; the drawer, and there, rare 
enough, was the silk of Uie very color she 
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reqaired* retamed to room, and, 
3ier mother dosing oS again, she soon com^ 
pleted her selfdinposed task. 

Bat what has happened to Gracie ? The 
•costly dressing-gown lay in a tuinbled heap 
upon the carpet, as, with flushed burning 
cheeks, and eyes from which the hot blind' 
ing tears fell thick and fast, she read afew 
lines which were written on the paper 
round which the silk was woond. Ah! 
the tears were of joy, for at last she held 
in her hand Edgar Yilmar’s valentine! 

“ He loved me ! he loved me!” she cried. 

I knew it —1 felt he did! Heaven bless 
him, forgive those who came between us, 
•and help me r* 

She folded up the precious paper and 
placed it in her bosom, and, covering up 
the dressing-gown, left it ready with orders 
to he delivered at Lady Beckham’s the 
first thing in the morning. * * * 

“Take care, Davis—some paper dropped 
•out of that dressing-gown. Hand it to 
me,” said Colonel Yllmar to his servant as 
he unfolded the goigeous garment. 

He opened the paper, and, as he looked 
at the contents, could hardly believe the 
evidence of his senses. Yes, there it w^ 


—his oTO valenttne, in his own .hand¬ 
writing, addressed,,to the woman whp^o 
im^e was imprinted upon his hea^ and 
the . strong ptti;e love for. whopxli^ ^pt 
him clear ,lrom many a temptation. 
had only heard of her felly’s misfortunes 
and her husband’s death just as the ^ver 
had stricken him. 

“ Do you know who made that dressing- 
gown, Davis?” he asked. 

“Yes sir—Mrs. Osborne, Lady Beck¬ 
ham’s dressmaker.” 

“Do you know where she lives?” 

“ Ko sir,” was the reply. 

“ Then find out. And see here, Davis— 
have a car at the door for me immediately 
after breakfast, and be ready to come out 
with me without letting any one know.” 

He had found her—his little love—the 
one love of bis whole life.! And not many 
weeks afterwards the bells of Saint Anne’s 
Church rang out a merry peal, and Edgar 
Yllmar and Grace Osborne were quietly 
married, the business of the latter haying 
been entirely made over to the faithful 
woman who, as manager, had so carefully 
guarded and looked after her mistress’s 
interests. 
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THE TrNCEXT MAREIAGE. 
BY mss CAmr.T.A wiluas. 


Mb. ViNCEifT leaned back in bis loung- 
ing^ibair and looked out into the Park. 
Such a sunshine, such a soft cool rustle of 
foliage, such a fragrance of flowers, ought 
to be joyful; but to him they were inex¬ 
pressibly mouruful. For he would never 
see the sunshine, nor the trees, nor the 
flowers of another summer. Perhaps be¬ 
fore these were faded he would be buried 
out of sight. 

The canaries sang joyfully iu their cage, 
a lithe mallese cat madefrantic bounds and 
leaps after a fly that had escaped the eyes 
of Mr. Vincent’s pattern servants, and the 
shrill sound of childish laughter came in 
from a back street through the windows of 
the long suite of rooms. But they woke no 
smile nor gleam of interest in that pale 
grave face. 

Thomas came in bearing a luncheon 
which he deposited on a stand at his mas¬ 
ter’s elhow. A long purple bottle of Johan- 
nisbetger, Bhine sunshine, eondensed over 
the cellar of that storied castle, a sparkling 
elfish wine; a little French roll, light and 
snowy white under its amber crust; a glass 
dish with long strings of red currants like 
strung rubies, and a little show of grated 
cheese on a silver plate. Such was Mr. 
Vincent’s delicate and simple luncheon. 

Thomas shook out the napkin of deep- 
fringed damask, poured wine into a glass 
like a green soap-bubhle, bowed, and with¬ 
drew. 

Mr. Vincent just tasted the wine, drew a 
long string of currants through sugar, toyed 
with them a moment and forgot to eat 
them, then turned listlessly to look out 
again. It was a time when few were out 
who could remain in, for it was noon of a 
July day; but as he looked, a light quick 
step caught his oar, and presently a young 
lady came past the window and ran up the 
steps of the next house. A ladylike girl, 
rather, but not very pretty, and simply 
dressed. It was the Misses Eaymonds’ 
musie-teaeher come to give her pupils their 
lessens. 

Mr. Vincent knew perfectly well what 
she was. He knew on what days she came, 
how long she stayed, and had marked, also. 


that every time she came she was paler 
and more worn. Ho wonder, he thought; 
running from house to house in the heat, 
and training the dull fingers of misses who 
had not, perhaps, a grain of music in them, 
must be drudgery. Besides, he had a little 
romance about this girl which might also 
account for any faded roses. There was a 
young Mr. Eaymond who had chosen to fall 
in love with his sister’s music-teacher, and, 
report said, had been favored by her. Papa 
and mamma made short shrift of the mat¬ 
ter. There had been a sharp engagement, 
then Mr. William "was sent to Europe to 
learn a proper appreciation of caste, and 
Miss Vincent, for she happened to have the 
same name as our friend, attended to her 
pupils as before, though, perhaps, with 
paler cheeks. 

2^ow, as she satin Mrs. Raymond’s par¬ 
lor, trying to din one of Chopin’s murmur¬ 
ous waltzes into Miss Anne’s stupid little 
pate and dexterous but inexpressive littie 
fingers, there came a gentle ring of the 
doorbell, the parlor door opened and a ser¬ 
vant brought a note in. 

“How dare you bring a note in your 
hand I” cried Miss Anne. 

“ It is for Miss Vincent,” explained the 

^rl. 

“ O,” said the young lady, as though that 
were quite another thing, “ But how odd 
that a note should come here for you. Miss 
Vincent. What can it be?” 

“ It is from Mr, Vincent, next door, Miss 
Anne,” said the, girl, while Miss Vincent 
coolly opened it, “ and Thomas is waiting 
in the vestibule for an answer.” 

The note was as follows: 

“ Will Miss Vincent all* w me an invalid’s 
privilege, and step into my house a moment 
when her lesson is over, since I cannot 
come to her? Or, if other engagements 
press, appoint a time when she will come ?” 

The note was signed Eugene Vincent. 

“Excuse me a moment. Miss Anne,” 
said the music-teacher, rising. 

“Tell Mr. Vincent I will come in to see 
him in half an hour,” she said, to Thomas, 
then returned to her pupil whom she found 
in the sulks. 
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“How came you acquainted with Mr. 
Vincent?” asked Miss Raymond, at length. 

“I am not acquainted with him. Please 
go over that passage again. You should 
not spread that chord.” 

Miss Raymond rendered the chord with 
a bang, thenreturned to thecharge. “But 
what in the world does he write you for?” 

“ That passage is piano. Now don’t 
strike staccato, but soft and full, with 
diminuendo. The phrases should melt 
away.” 

“I shan’t play any more,” said Miss 
Anne, rising. 

“Don’t you care to?” said the teacher, 
tranquilly. “ Then, Miss Frances, I can 
give the time to you.” 

Thomas opened the door for Miss Vincent 
its she came up the steps, and directed her 
into the room where bis master was. 

She stepped forward with some curiosity, 
for the few glimpses she had got of this 
man in passing his windows had deepened 
the interest excited in her by his singular 
case. Besides, she wondered what he could 
want of her. In the first dimness of the 
room she did not see him, but the next 
moment he was visible, leaning back in his 
easy-chair and asleep. 

She stepped nearer, hesitated a moment, 
then with a half smile, seated herself and 
waited. She could not help watching, too, 
and photographing on her mind this man’s 
picture. He was near forty, perhaps, 
handsome, dark.eyed and dark-bearded. 
The brown coat of tan which he had 
brought from his ten years in the mines 
and in wild western life had worn off, and 
the face was perfectly white, though not 
particularly thin. The form, only half con- 
eealed by his white linen wrapper, was tall 
and well-developed, and the feet, crossed 
on the ottoman before him, were almost too 
daintily made for a man. 

There was no lime to observe more, for, 
drawing a long heavy sigh, he opened his 
eyes. 

“ Heighho P’ he yawned, dropping his 
folded hands upon his knee. “ i wonder 
if that girl is coming in 1” 

“That girl is here, sir,” said a quiet 
voice at his side. 

He started, made a blushing apology, and 
proceeded to explain his reason for request¬ 
ing her presence. He went eut but little, 
he said, and was lonely and gloomy when 
in the house. He had no relatives, and 


very few friends, no intimate ones, and con- 
sequenUy his time dragged, short as it was 
likely to be. He knew that she was a 
music-teacher, and thought that perhaps 
she would be willing to come in and play 
to him occasionally when her other engage¬ 
ments would permit. He had fancied that 
it might be less irksome to play than to 
teach, though, if she were peremptory, he 
was willing to be a pupil—ending with a 
faint smile. 

Miss Vincent consented readily. She 
would be very glad if her music could be 
any relief to him. And since he needed 
her, and sat so lonely in his great house, she 
did not hasten to go. She sat and talked, 
and listened, and before either was quite 
aware, knew all the principal features in 
his life. He had been an only child, in¬ 
heriting just money enough to finish his 
education. After graduating from college 
he had taken a sudden resolution to go to 
California and dig for gold in the earth, in¬ 
stead of trying to find it in a profession. 
He had been one of the few fortunate ones, 
and after ten years, had returned home 
with heavy trunks, large credit in several 
banks, and a regular income from his mines 
of a thousand dollars a week. 

Full of life and hope for the future, he 
had invested his money, had bought and 
furnished a house, home being his first 
thought, and had begun to gather up his 
old acquaintances and to form new ones. 
There had been a grand house-warming 
that spring, a part of the week’s festivities 
being a hunting party gotten up more for a 
lark than for the game they would get. A 
rifle in the hand of a careless friend’ had 
gone off accidentally, and a bullet entered 
Mr. Vincent’s breast. Everything that, 
science could do was in vain. The ball 
could not be reached, and, as time q>assed, 
grew mere and more troublesome. There 
was sometimes a difficulty in breathing, a 
pain through the left breast, an irregular 
action of the heart. 

There was a consultation and examina-. 
tiou by the most noted surgeons in the 
country, who pronounced that the ball was 
lodged somewhere over the heart, was grad¬ 
ually settling, and would cause his death ■ 
at no distant period. He must abstain from 
all exercise that was not absolutely neces¬ 
sary, and had better arrange his affairs at 
once. 'When death came it would doubt¬ 
less be sudden, perhaps instantaneous. 
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Vnd so Mr. Vincent, though a great 
walner, dared not walk, though a fine 
horseman, dared not ride, and his horses 
gnawed their mangers, and his carriages 
gathered dust, while he sat at home wait¬ 
ing for a piece of lead to drop into his 
heart and kill him. Not a very comfortable 
position, truly. 

Miss Vincent listened to ail this, and see¬ 
ing the strong man so helpless before her, 
her pity for him, her admiration for him, 
also, and perhaps, some need in her own 
life, inspired her with a resolution. 'What¬ 
ever she could do to lift the burden of this 
dreadful fate should be done; and since he 
frankly described his loneliness and gloom, 
she would take on herself to cheer and 
amuse him. Mournful as the case was, a 
sense of exquisite pleasure arose in her 
heart as she contemplated it. It was beau¬ 
tiful to be useful to some one. 

‘•I’m going to play something for you,” 
she said, when he had done speaking. 
“ May I take off my bonnet ?” 

He smiled, well-pleased that she should 
understand so well what he wanted. It 
looked homelike to see that light figure in 
Its blue muslin robe and the shiniag braids 
of dark hair uncovered, seating herself so 
easily at his piano. 

She played cheerful music, broke pres¬ 
ently into a ringing march, then sau g softly 
a German cradle-song. 

Miss Vincent’s touch on the instrument 
was fine, and her voice one of richest 
sweetness. Besides, in singing to an audi¬ 
tor who was not a dozen paces from her, 
she did not think it necessary to exert the 
full power of her lungs. Her voice never 
tired the ear, and so easily and gracefully 
she sang, that while listening to her, song 
seemed more natural than speech. 

The cradle-song faded and fainted, and 
she half-turned from the piano. A voice 
arrested her: 

“ * Let me drink in the spirit of that sweet sound I 

More, O more, I am thirsting yet I 
It loosens the serpent that care hath bound 

Upon my heart to stifle it.’ ” 

The last lowly-uttered word was lost in 
the earnest uprising of Mendelsohn’s most 
beautiful hymn, “ Lift thine eyes to the 
iQouQtaiQS whence cometh help.^' 

“I have a lesson to give now,” she said, 
rising. “ But I will come as often as von 
like.” 


“Ton cannot come too often," he said, 
e.vtending his hand to her. “ This is the 
first relief I have had for weeks.” 

After this. Miss Vincent came every day, 
rain or shine. H there was rain, the champ¬ 
ing horses had exercise, and the quiet 
boarding-house was astonished at the sight 
of a stylish carriage driven up to the door 
With or for the young music-teacher. Foul 
weeks passed in this way, and the invalid 
grew daily worse. He lay on a sofa nearly 
all the time, and any sudden movement 
made his heart leap in great bounds. 

Scarcely could the young nurse control 
her pitying emotions to show him a cheer¬ 
ful face. And she never went up the steps 
for her daily visit without a sinking heart 
for what she might find. 

Meantime, gossips were not idle. That 
Mr. If inccnt should like to be amused with 
mnsra was not surprising, but that he 
shou’d have selected a young lady perform¬ 
er wa.'rather odd. But that was nothing 
to the liberty given her. The carriage sent 
if but a drop of rain fell, a latchkey to en¬ 
ter when she would, and unlimited power 
to give what orders she pleased in the house. 
■VVhy, she even ordered Mr. Viuceut’s din¬ 
ner at the market, and sat and ate with him. 

“I’m sure,” said Mrs. Raymond, indig¬ 
nantly, “Anne could play to him, and Mr. 
Raymond and I would be happy to go in 
and sit with him any time. But he never 
asks ns.” 

Fortunately Mr. Vincent never heard nor 
suspected these things, and what Miss Vin¬ 
cent heard she treated with scorn. 

“I have something to say to you, Idiss 
Vincent,” her patient said one day when 
she had stepped in to inquire for him he-, 
lore giving her lessons at Mrs. Raymond’s. 
“You may think me very selfish, and I sup¬ 
pose I am; but I wish you would give up 
teaching. I want you lo be here more.” 

She looked at him aud hesitated a mo¬ 
ment. Teaching- was her whole support, 
and her brother Charlie’s sole hope for an 
education. 

“ Then I will give it np,” she said. 

He smiled faintly. 

*• Sit here,” touching a tabouret by his 
sofa. 

She sank into the seat without a word. 

“I have been thinking that the better 
way, if you could bring yourself to con¬ 
sent,” he said, gently, taking her hand, “ is 
for us to be married.” 
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She started, grew crimson, and drew her 
hand from him. 

“ You can see,” he went on in the same 
tone, watching her with his steady soiemn 
eyes, “yon can see that it will he but a 
short time, and I assure you that it will be 
but a form. By this, I can have you al ways 
here, spare you fatigue and remark, and 
provide for your future. I cannot tell you 
what a blessing you have been to me, and 
I cannot lose you now. You can have some 
friend to stay with you, if you like, only 
that I would like to have you without any 
stranger present part of the time, as now. 
Am I asking too much ?” 

The soft trembling hand was laid in his, 
and the lips quivered but could not answer. 

“ Of course, I do not speak of love,” he 
said. “ I have no thought of that. And 
our intercourse will be as it has been. You 
will soon be free to make yourself happy 
with the one you love. Will you think of 
this and answer me as soon as you can?” 

Laura Vincent’s face had grown deathly 
pale while he was speaking, aud when he 
had ended she answered quietly; 

“It shall be.as you wish, and when you 
wish.” 

“ Thank you,” he said, gratefully. “May 
1 say to-day?” 

“Yes. And now I must go into Mrs. 
Eaymoud’s. Perhaps you may change your 
mind about this, but it shall be as you wish 
every way. You speak of providing for my 
future. I will tell you what I will take, 
what 1 shall be obliged to take. I have 
now twenty pupils in music at ten dollars 
a quarter. Until I get as many pupils again, 
let that amount, eight hundred dollars a 
year, be paid me. I will take no more.” 

“Miss Vincent,” said Mrs. Eaymond, 
after the lessons had been finished, and 
after she had sent her daughters out of the 
room, “ 1 am obliged, as a friend, to speak 
to you about your connection with Mr. 
Vincent. Your intimacy there causes great 
remark.” 

Laura was too full of weightier thoughts 
to be very angry. She merely said: 

“ I dare say you are right, Mrs. Eaymond. 
There is a class of persons ever ready to re¬ 
mark upon others. Their remarks are of 
no consequence to me, except that I am 
sorry to see persons so low and so wicked. 
I do not care to listen to what they say.” 

“ But I care,” said the lady, sharply. 
“ Your going there is extraordinary, and so 


long as you are my daughters’ teacher, 
you—” 

“ I am their teacher no longer,” said the 
girl, haughtily. 

“ Indeed I What does this mean ?” 

“I wish you good-morning,” was the an¬ 
swer. “I have no time to spare.” 

Laura Vincent’s heart leaped into her 
mouth as she stepped into Mr. Vincent’s 
parlor again. A group were gathered 
around the sofa, among them a clergyman, 
and a lawyer. Had he died, then, while 
she was absent? Ho; the group parted 
as she sprang forward, and met the sick 
man’s smile. She would have retired im¬ 
mediately aud in some confusion, but he 
called her to him. 

“You do not repent your promise?” he 
asked, eagerly. 

“ Ho.” 

“ And will fulfil it now ?” ' 

“ Yes.” 

“ God bless you 1” 

In ten minutes they were married, had 
received a warm clasp of the hand from 
each of their departing visitors, who dared 
not breathe a word of hope or congratula¬ 
tion over this mournful bridal, and were 
alone. 

“Howl am at rest,” said Eugene Vin¬ 
cent, sinking back and closing his eyes. 
“ Everything'is settled, and I have nothing 
more to do.” 

Laura Vincent looked at him a moment 
in silence, then drew the large family Bible 
toward her, and read St. John’s recital of 
the Saviour’s death, then turned and read 
a psalm, the 20th. “ The Lord hear thee 
in the day of trouble.” 

He listened attentively, then, when she 
closed the book, whispered: 

“ Would you just as lief say a prayer, 
Laura?” 

She knelt by his side, and while he held 
her hands, repeated the Lord’s prayer. 

But with the “Amen ” herface dropped 
forward on his arm, and she burst into a 
passion of tears. 

“ Tender heart,” he said, gently, touch¬ 
ing her bowed head. Don’t grieve, Laura. 
I shall be well soon, and you will like to re¬ 
member what you have done for me. Don’t 
grieve, child 1” 

With a strong effort she recovered her 
self-control, got up, and smiled as she 
wiped her eyes. 

“A woman must always make a seexe. 
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you know, Mr. Vincent,” she said. “ Now 
it is Inncheon lime. What will you have ?” 

“I want something very nice,” he said, 
rising to his elbow. “ I am hungry; I have 
not felt so much like eating for a week.” 

“Should you sit?’^ she asked, fearfully. 

“Why, yes, if I feel no inconvenience 
from doing so,” he said; “and I do not.” 

While they sat over the luncheon, a ser¬ 
vant came with the money which Mrs. Ray¬ 
mond owed Miss Vincent forherdaughters’ 
lessons, and requested a receipt. 

“ She said Td be likely to find you here,” 
said the girl, pertly. 

“Where else should you find her?” de¬ 
manded Mr. Vincent, haughtily, looking at 
the girl with eyes that made her shrink. 

Laura wrote the receipt, hesitated, then 
signed “Mrs. Eugene Vincent,” a name 
that struck consternation and dismay to 
Mrs. Raymond’s heart when she read it. 
To offend the wife of Eugene Vincent was 
the last thing that politic lady would have 
wished. 

Mr. Vincent’s marriage changed him in 
more than one respect; it cheered his spirits 
at the same time that it made him less care¬ 
ful of himself. 

“ I feel that it would be cowardly of me 
to lie here longer,” he said. “ When I am 
not suffering pain I mean to go about. Of 
course, I shall avoid violent exercise, but I 
must not vegetate any longer.” 

So they took moderate walks, Laura anx¬ 
iously measuring every step, they went to 
church,and sometimes to concert or theatre, 
and they rode out, though the doctors shook 
their heads. No harm came of it. 

One day, when they were riding, the 
horses took fright, and could not be stopped 
till they had dashed on for nearly half a 
mile. Laura sat pale as death watching 
her husband’s face. He was quiet, very 
pale, looking straight before him, his hand 
pressed to his side. 

“You may drive home, Thomas,” he 
said, quietly, when the horses had become 
manageable. 

“ Laura I wish you would send for Dr. 
D.” he said, when they reached home. 

She gave the order with a sinking heart, 
then sat watching her husband as he 
walked to and fro with a look of suppressed 
excitement, never removing his hand from 
his side. Since he said nothing, indeed 
seemed scarcely aware of her presence, she 
could ask no questions. 


The doctor came, and she left them alone, 
going up to her chamber to throw herself 
upon her knees with voiceless petitions. 

It seemed long, but was really only a few 
minutes before there was a knock at the 
door, and a message. The doctor would 
like to see her below for a moment. 

She met him just at the foot of the stairs. 
Rut what did it mean ? His eyes were 
sparkling, his lips smiling, and he was walk¬ 
ing about the hall rubbing hia hands in 
joyful impatience. 

“ Mrs. Vincent,” he said, grasping her 
hand as she stood on the step above him, 
“ I have joyful news, glorious news for 
you!” 

A dimness swept before her vision, and 
she looked at him mutely, and with parted 
lips. 

“Your husband will live! By some 
miracle that terrible ball has made its ap¬ 
pearance close to the skin. Its shape caa 
be distinctly felt. It will be a mere noth¬ 
ing to cut it out. Not the slightest danger. 
I am going for my instruments now, and 
shall be back in fifteen minutes.” 

What more he would have said was 
stopped, for Laura Vincent melted at his 
feet like a wreath of snow. She awoke in 
her own chamber, with Betty rubbing her 
hands, and laughing and crying in a breath. 

“Where is Mr. Vincent?” she cried, 
starting up. 

“ He’s in the dining-room with the doc¬ 
tor, ma’am; and I’m so glad P’ 

“ Well, Betty, go down now, for they may 
want you, and if he is any worse come 
directly and tell me.” 

When she was alone, Laura covered her 
face and thought. What a change I and 
how should she meet it? She was this 
man’s wife before the world. They were 
bound for life; and yet all he had wanted 
of her was a companion to cheer and amuse 
him for a few weeks, a sort of fancy ser¬ 
vant whose wages would be paid in his will. 
Would he hate her utterly? Would he try 
to put her away ? and could he do so ? She 
knew little of the law. That he considered 
her alien now she had proof, for while she 
had known every had symptom and every 
pain from which he had suffered, when he 
had received the first ray of hope he was 
silent to her, and she knew of his safety 
only through the physician. Evidently she 
would have to go away from him. But 
over all this confusion of bitter feeling was 
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the joyful thought that he was saved, that 
he would live. 

Betty came again, saying that the doctor 
was at the door, and wanted to know if he 
should see her. She rose hastily to meet 
him. 

“ Pale yet,” he laughed. “ But I have 
no fears. People don’t die of joy. ilr. 
Vincent is as well as he ever was, and I 
left him holding a little leaden ball in h': 
hand which I have just taken from his side. 
Are you curious to see it?” 

Laura would gladly have escaped seeing 
Air. Vincent for a while, and shrank from 
intruding on him, hut felt that decency re¬ 
quired she should go. 

He looked up eagerly as she entered, and 
a deep flush ran over his face as he saw 
her. She went to him with downcast eyes 
and pale face, and somewhat formally 
offered her congratulations. 

The doctor stared at them, muttered an 
excuse, and left. 

“ I did not mean to deceive you, Laura,” 
he said, gravely. “I thought I was going 
to die.” 

“But you are not!” she said, looking up 
with a flashing smile; then drooping again, 
“ do not speak of anything to-day, please.” 

“ Very well,” he assented, coldly. 

Visitors came iu opportunely, friends 
who had heard of his good fortune, and 
among them the careless one whose shot 
had perilled his life. This man came pale 
and trembling, almost speechless with a 
blissful relief. 

“I couldn’t believe till I saw you,” he 
said, at length. “ I didn’t dare to think 
that I had escaped such a blight as your 
death would have been to me.” 

Then after dinner Mr. Vincent was out 
to enjoy his new liberty, and see how it 
seemed to walk without being afraid to 
drop at every step. Laura heard him ccme 
in early, but did not go down. He did not 
need her now. 

So several days passed, each longing yet 
dreading to speak to the other about what 
was most in their thoughts. They met only 
at the table, and theu almost always with 
company. Mr. Vincent was now a man 
among men, his strong vitality playing all 
the more strongly for its temporary re¬ 
straint. He went out and in his house 
with a stirring step, the doors banged after 
him, his clear voice was heard from the 
street. 


The pale girl up stairs W’atched him 
through the blind, and listened to him with 
a sinking heart. She loved this man, and 
she must leave him! Her resolution was 
taken. She would no longer stay an un¬ 
welcome intruder in the house to which he 
had invited her. She would go to him and 
have the matter settled at once. A week 
had passed since the change in his fate, 
and it was high lime she should rid him of 
his burden. 

She put by the rich dress which he had 
pressed upon her, and put on again the 
simple muslin in which she had first come 
to him. Then she went down stairs and 
into the parlor where he sat alone. He 
rose courteously, and placed a chair for her. 
His eyes dwelt earnestly on her pale face, 
and his own grew pale, for he felt that the 
decisive time had come. 

“ I have been trying to speak to you every 
day for a week,” she began with deter¬ 
mined calmness; “but for some reason I 
could not. It is time our future should be 
settled. Of course, neither of us need to 
be reminded of the understanding in which 
we went through that form of marriage. 
You are saved, you will live, and for that 
great blessing we should both be willing to 
suffer a little inconvenience. I wish you 
to be free, and you best know what should 
be done. It seems to me that any jury 
would proliounce the ceremony null, and 
that neither of us need be injured by it. 
Of course, I shall leave here immediately, 
and after our affairs are settled, I wish to 
leave the town.” 

Her voice failed her, and she stopped, 

Mr. Vincent was walking the room in un¬ 
controllable agitation. 

“ I was crazy to think of such a sacri¬ 
fice!” he exclaimed. “It was the very 
height of selfishness—a selfishness, too, 
that has defeated itself. Why did I not 
die!” 

“Because God willed that you should 
live,” said a low mournful voice. He 
turned to her: 

“ Laura, can you forgive me for ruining 
your happiness?” he asked. 

“ I have uolbiiig to forgive,” she said, 
gently, softly pressing the hand that had 
clasped hers. “ I am glad that I could 
comfort you when you needed me, and I 
ihijjk lucre’s Jio great harm dojie.” 

“ You were a comfort and a blessing to 
me,” he said, presently. “I have a fancy 
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that I should have died without you. Do 
you remember I was better as soon as we 
were married ?” 

She remembered that evening with a 
pang of regret. How happy she had been 
in spite of his dangerl His hours seemed 
few, but they were all to be passed with 
her; now long years stretched before him, 
but she must be far away. 

He watched her pale tremulous face a 
moment. 

“ Laura, do you hate me ?” he exclaimed. 

She steadied her lip and voice. 

“No; you have meant me no harm, and 
cannot do other than you do. 1 do not 
wish it otherwise/’ she added, proudly. 

He dropped the hand he held, and began 
walking again. 

“ You shall be free immediately if the 
law will make you so,” he said, hurriedly; 
“and whatever reparation I can make you, 
I will. I wish,” he said, wistfully, pausing 
before her, “I wish yon would forget every¬ 
thing but that I am your friend, and have 
confidence in me?” 

“I have every confidence in you,” she 
said. 

He seated himself beside her again and 
took her hand. 

“ Laura, have you beard from William 
Raymond since he came home?” 

She looked at him in astonishment. 

“ William Raymond I” 

“ Did you not know he been at home 
two or three days?” 

“ I did not. I don’t expect to hear from 
him.” 

“ Do you wish he should know the cir¬ 
cumstances under which we were married, 
and—” 

“What can you mean, ilr. Vincent?” 
exclaimed Laura. “ What has Mr. William 
Raymond to do with it?” 

** He loved you once, and may love you. 
yet.” 

“Possibly,” she said, coloring. “But 
that makes no difference.” 

“ Would you wish him to think that you 
married another willingly, expecting to 
spend your life with him?” 


“ I am quite indifferent what he thinks, 
Hr. Vincent. It is none of his business,” 
said Laura, with cold surprise. 

Eugene Vincent clenched the small hand 
in his. 

“Is he not your lover?” 

“I rejected him, sir!” 

“Laura, who is* he whom you love?” 
asked her companion, in a passionate un¬ 
dertone. 

The crimson blood rushed over her face. 

“I have no lover,” she said, withdraw¬ 
ing her hand, and rising. 

“Dare you tell me that you do not love 
any one ?” he exclaimed, detaining her. 
** I must know to whom I give you up. 
“And, Laura, if you love nobody else, by 
Heaven! Til make you love me, or ITl die 
in the attempt.” 

Mrs. Vincent sank hack into her seat 
again, and looked into her husband’s face. 
“ Eugene 1” she said, softly. 

You don’t mean, Laura—” 

“ I—I am afraid 1 love my husband 1” she 
sobbed, sinking into his arms. 

“ My own little wife!” 

“Laura,” he said, after a while. “Do 
you remember the time you first came into 
this room and found me asleep ?” 

“ O no, I’ve quite forgotten it.” 

“Well, little girl, you were my darling 
from that moment. And I have loved vou 
ever since, but was afraid of frightening 
and disgusting you by saying so. That 
afternoon we were out riding last, when I 
felt something move in my side, and put¬ 
ting my hand down feJt a bunch there 
where the rifle-ball was; my first thought 
was not that I was safe, but that I had 
ruined your happiness.” 

“You have made it! You have made 
it!” she said. 

And thus was settled the Vincent mar¬ 
riage, over whose romance all the lads and 
lasses wondered, over whose splendid pros¬ 
perity Mrs. Raymond grew bilious and 
miserable, and of whose entire happiness 
no one knows so well as the principals 
themselves. 
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CHAPTER 1. 

It was the noon of a burning hot day in 
the month of July. A silence deep and 
undisturbed seemed to have fallen upon 
the stately castle of Treaham. iSCo one 
was visible; all sounds were hushed. 

In the deep green woods around could 
be heard the fall of the grand cascade, the 
singing of the summer brook, and the faint 
whisper of the wind among the trees. In 
the heart of the wood, where the shade 
was deep and cool, the birds were singing, 
but where the sun shone brightest and 
warmest their song was hushed. The bees 
roamed langmdiy from flower to flower. 
Those woods of Trenham. were wondxously 
fair and beautiful. Under the shadow of 
the tall trees, as far as the eye could reach, 
wild-flowers raised their heads in thick 
abundance—the starry primroses, the sweet 
cowslips, the dainty “white stars,” the 
bluebells. 

In the midst of Trenbam woods stands 
the castle—an old gray stone building of 
grand and imposing aspect, witli noble 
towers and stately turrets, and large win¬ 
dows looking like huge diamonds in the 
sunlight—a castle that speaks of ancient 
grandeur, one of the “stately homes of 
England,” the cradle of a noble race. 
Magnificent gardens and pleasure-grounds 
surround it; ou one side is a broad deep 
lake; in front, a green lawn, at the bottom 
of which stands a grove of the famous 
chestnut trees for which Trenham is cele¬ 
brated. There could be no fairer home, 
no more picturesque or beautiful spot. 
Artists come from fat and near to sketch 
its beauties. 

The library at Trenham Castle was per¬ 
haps the most comfortable room on 
hot July day. It was cool and shaded. 
The long Prench windows were sheltered 
from the sun hy a rich profusion of roses 
and eglapUue. They opened on to a small 
green path which led to one of the most 
beautiful glades in the wood—a glade 
where the tall trees met overhead, and the 
golden, light that comes softly filtered 
through them is rich and mellow. 


On this morning a couch was drawn to 
one of the library windows, and on it re¬ 
clined the Countess of Trenham—a taH 
fair lady, with a gentle face and wistful 
eyes. She was not beautiful—she had 
neither violet eyes nor golden hair, suchas 
poets dream of—but she had a gracious 
and dignified manner, a calm, cleap<ut 
patrician face; in her eyes lay a shadow 
such as would fall upon one who knew 
what it was to live in fear. She sat, on 
this burning July noon, loolang xntentijr 
down the green glade, watching the shad¬ 
ows that danced upon the grass, and tii* 
birds that rejoiced in the warm bright sun. 

Lady Trenham was not alone. At the 
table, writing busily, pausing at times to 
consult one or other of the-papers that lay 
near him, sat the Earl of Trenham—a 
noble stately man, seemingly just in the 
prime of life—a man with a proud face 
and powerful frame—one who looked every 
inch of him a soldier and a gentleman. 

One thing marred his face, and that was 
its expression of indomitable pride—^pride 
that would neither break nor beud, that 
knew no limit or hounds, directed his 
every thought, word aud action. It was 
not vanity—Lord Trenham was too proud 
tp be vain; nor arrogance—^he was ever 
considerate aud kind to his inferiors. 
Pride of race ai\d of name, pride of high 
lineage and spotless descent, pride that was 
the ruling passion of his life, spoke in 
every feature of his face. Inflexible will 
was Imprinted there—the will of a man 
who would suffer all, dare all, but never 
yield. It was a face lo admire, perhaps, 
hut not to love; and the lady’s eyes fell 
wistfully upon it. 

In that same face there was, too, an ex¬ 
pression of habitual restraint and suffer¬ 
ing. Pot all his broad acres aud fair lands, 
his stately castle, his title and rank, Phil¬ 
ip, eleventh Earl of Trenham, bad never 
been a happy man, nor led a very happy 
life. 

His sorrow was the same as that which 
falls to the lot of so many others—want of 
money. His father—^Hubert Trenham— 
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had been one of the wildest men of the 
day. He squandered a magnificent for- 
tnne, and died, leaving his estate burdened 
,ith debts and mortgages heavy and nu- 
inerous. 

K/ien P^yip, Trenliam, succeeded 
Lis father, he succeeded also to a load of 
care and sorrow. The large rent-roll was 
absorbed in the payment of interest; the 
lands were mortgaged; there was no ready 
money. Most of the splendid old family 
plate had been sold; there were no horses 
in the stables; the hounds had long been 
nren up; and, what made matters still 
TTorse, there was no credit for the beg¬ 
gared heirof Trenham. 

It would be the work of a lifetime to re¬ 
deem the property and pay off the debts; 
and to that work Lord Trenham pledged 
himself. The town house in Grosvenor 
SquaiQ was let, and the young earl settled 
down at Trenham with his life’s task be¬ 
fore him. He was then only twenty-one. 
He dismissed the large and useless retinue 
of servants, retaining only a few; then, 
after two years of seclusion and economy, 
he went to Germany, and there Lord 
Trenham made what he afterwards con¬ 
sidered the greatest and only mistake of 
his iife—he married for love, without 
thinking of money. For six months he 
dwelt in the little village of Eichstein, on 
the Rhine. There he met and loved the 
tall, fair, gentle lady who became his wife 
—Hilda von Reichart. 

She was the only daughter of the Baron¬ 
ess von Reichart, the widow of a brave 
German officer. The baroness bad no for¬ 
tune—only a life-interest in some property 
which at her death reverted to another 
branch of the family. It was therefore 
with the greatest delight that she received 
the proposal of Lord Trenham for her 
daughter’s hand. To her simple and in¬ 
experienced mind, the young English earl 
was a millionaire. Hilda would be a count¬ 
ess—would reign over one of those grand 
RngUsh homes of which she had read and 
heard. 

The chances are many that, if Philip, 
Lord Trenham, had met Hilda in the bril¬ 
liant crowd of a London season, he would 
hardly have noticed her. It is quite an¬ 
other thing to meet a gentle fair-hmred. 
girl, with dovelike eyes and sweet lips, in 
the very region of romance, the very realm 
of love and fancy. 


Before the young English earl had spent 
many days in her society on the fair hanks 
of the Rhine, he believed himself deeply 
and passionately in love with her. Her 
face appeared to him most beautiful as she 
sat, while the moon shone upon the water, 
telling him the legend of the Lorelei. He 
asked her then and there to be his wife; 
and Hilda, who had seen no one so brave 
or so handsome, so stately or so chivalrous 
as the young earl, gladly consented. She 
loved him deeply and well. Her love never 
quite died away. 

Lord Trenham was too proud to deceive 
in the least respect the young girl who had 
promised to share his lot. He told her of 
his poverty, his forced economy, and quiet 
retired life. He told her how for many 
years they must live almost alone, without 
the state and ceremony befitting their 
name. She consented willingly; there was 
a charm to her in the name of Trenham 
woods; she could be very happy in the 
grand old castle with the tall trees, having 
the blooming flowers to admire, and the 
brave young Englishman to love. The Earl 
of Trenham married the fair German 
maiden, and brought her to his English 
home. She was very happy there, and en¬ 
joyed the simple primitive life. Hilda 
Trenham wanted nothing else while that 
fair book of nature lay spread opeu before 
her. 

During the second year of their marri^e 
a beautiful little golden-haired girl .came 
to gladden their hearts, and a year after¬ 
wards the young heir of Trenham was 
bom. liOdy Trenham was happier then 
than she had ever been. Little Evelyn 
was a charming child, giving promise of 
rare and wonderful beauty in after years, 
while Albert, or, as he was commonly 
called, Bertie, was a brave and noble boy. 

Lady Trenham was very happy with her 
children, but after a time a shadow seemed 
to fall over the love that had ouce existed 
between the husband and wife. Lord 
Trenham never failed or wavered in his 
resolution. He never varied the quiet 
economical routine that he had laid down 
for himself, hut after a time he became 
discontented and unhappy. That was 
when his children were growing up, and 
he could not give them the advantages due 
to their position. Then lus heart grew 
sad and sore within him, and he wbnld 
say to himself that Ke had sacrificed the 
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interests of the family to liis own love, 
and half regret that he had not married for 
money. As years passed on, and the 
golden-haired Evelyn grew older and more 
beautiful, his hopes revived. She might 
marry well; with the prestige of her name 
and rank, with the dower of her lovely 
face, it was most probable she would do 
so. 

From his earliest years Bertie Tren- 
ham*8 ambition was to be a soldier. As a 
child* his chief amusement was mimic 
warfare; his toys consistetl of miniature 
gnns, trumpets and flags. Xo boy was ever 
born with a more decided vocation than 
Die young heir of Trcnham. His father 
wisely yielded to it. He would have pre¬ 
ferred his son to become a great statesman, 
one of the leaders of his country, but the 
boy longed for a military life. Soon after 
he left college his father purchased a com¬ 
mission for him in “The Queen’s Own 
Rangers,” and there was no finer or braver 
young officer in the army than the Earl of 
Trenham’s son and heir. 

One comfort came to Philip, Lord Tren- 
ham; his self-denial and self-sacrifice had 
their reward. He knew that when he died 
his son would succeed to a free and unen¬ 
cumbered estate. The debts were paid, 
the mortg^es with one exception cleared 
off. Bertie would be able to restore all the 
family splendors if he married well, aud 
then Treuham would shine again with all 
its ancient lustre. On the two children 
every hope of his life depended; and on 
this morning, when the July sun shone so 
bright and warm, there had come to Lord 
Trenham news that filled Ms heart and 
mind with glad delight. 


CHAPTER n. 

Apteb writing for some time, Lord 
Treuham turned suddenly to his wife. 

“ I have news that will surprise and 
please you, Hilda,” he said. “ Evelyn is 
most fortunate. She has never made her 
ddjutt been presented, or mingled in any 
way with the great world, yet I have re¬ 
ceived a proposal for her this morning that 
would make any girl in England proud.” 

Lady Trenham looked with some sur¬ 
prise at her husband. For many long, 
long years she had not seen him so cheer¬ 
ful or animated. 


“ Tell me about it,” sbe said, gently, 
and her husband continued: ' 

“ You remember, perhaps, that last year 
Evelyn went to Lady Morebam’s—shj 
spent three weeks there. She told us si. 
had met young Clive Hamilton. Hewasi 
mere “nobody” in those days, but by tin 
death of two near relatives be has slnci 
succeeded to the estates and title of Lorj 
Brooke of Brooklynne. He is now one of 
the richest men in England. He writes to 
beg my permission to visit Trenham, hop¬ 
ing to be able to win my daughter’s heart 
and h.and. Could anything be more fonij. 
nate, Hilda? He offers anything I wish to 
name in the way of settlements. I shaD 
live to see you enjoy life yet” 

“ You had better tell Evelyn,” said Ladj 
Trenham. “I will find her and send iff 
to you.” 

Leaving the cool shady library, the Udj 
walked rapidly throtigh the magnificent 
suite of rooms. 

“If it could be,” she said—“if thu 
cloud w'ould pass over and the sun ofpna- 
perity shine upon us!” 

Sbe reached the western wing of the cas¬ 
tle, where her daughter had a smte d 
rooms fitted up for her special use. Open¬ 
ing the door of the morning-room, tbs 
scene was so pretty that she paused for 
some minute.s to gaze at it. 

The room itself was empty, but the 1od| 
windows were thrown open. In the gar¬ 
den, seated under the shade of a sprdadinf 
tree, were two young girls. Both \fere 
busy over some light, elegant, useless fem- ' 
inine employment, generally known as 
“lady’s work.” J?ear them sat a geoUft- 
man, reading aloud from some book (bat 
caused great amusemenL The suushise 
fell upon the golden hair aud lovely face 
of Evelyn Trenham. Her mother mi^t 
well gaze fondly upon her—by poet or 
painter nothing could he imagined more 
charming or graceful than the young girl 
By her side sat her cousiu, friend aud com¬ 
panion, Katherine Rainsforth, a tali state!; 
brunette. 

Katherine Rainsforth—thelorphan child 
of Lord Trenham’s only sister—Iiad been 
adopted by him and brought upashisOffB. 
She had shared the studies and pleasures 
of his daughter. Katherine was some 
years older than her coimiu, but the giiis 
were like sisters. 

The gentleman who was reading was 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


more tlian handsome. His features were 
of the purest Grecian type; the eyes lai^e 
and dark; the black hair had a careless 
graceful wave; the dark mustache did not 
quite conceal the firm shapely lips. Lionel 
Carteris had the rarest and highest type of 
beauty—that of intellect and expression. 
The dark luminous eyes were full of 
thought and feeling, ffis was a face that, 
once seen, was never to be forgotten. 

Lionel Carteris, who talked and laughed 
so gayly with Evelyn Trenham, was the 
earl’s secretarj' aud amanuensis. Hig father 
-Hjid Squire Carteris—had been one of the 
earl’s college friends. Lionel was at school 
with Berlie when Squire Carteris died, a 
ruined man, leaving nothing save a good 
name. The earl offered his services to 
Lionel. He wanted some one to help him 
in the management of his estates, to assist 
him in his complicated accounts, to take 
the place that his own son should have oc¬ 
cupied. He offered this post to Lionel, 
who gladly accepted it as a preparatory 
step lo something better. And now he 
had been for two years at the castle. 

Ko thought ever seemed to cross the 
mind of Lord or Lady Trenham that it was 
unwise lo allow constant companionship 
between their daughter and the handsome 
gifted secretary. They considered her as 
belonging to another and superior order of 
beings. He was their paid dependant, their 
inferior; she the only daughter of their 
house. So far from fearing or foreseeing 
danger, they were pleased that she had 
some one to assist her, direct her studies 
in art and literature, correct her sketches, 
and make a third iu the glees Lord Tren¬ 
ham liked well to hear. They looked upon 
the secretaiy much as they did on the pens 
and pencils he used; they never thought of 
him as a being likely to love and be loved. 

Lady Trenham stood by the window 
watching the group iu the garden. She 
looked at them as she would have looked 
at any other beautiful picture; there was 
no thought of espial in her mind. Sudden¬ 
ly Lionel read something. She could not 
hear the words, but she saw her daughter’s 
eyes meet his, aud the mother’s heart died 
within her as she read that look. It told 
of deep, fond, unutterable love; it was a 
look such as years ago her own face had 
worn when he who was now her husband 
first spoke of love to her; nor did she fail 
to observe the burning flush which crim¬ 


soned that lovely face when Katherine 
suddenly cried out that ‘‘Lady Trenham 
was there.” 

“Do not disturb yourselves,” said Lady 
Trenham, joining the little group; «keep 
your place, Katherine. I am sorry to in¬ 
terrupt you, but your father, Evelyn, is 
waiting in the library; he wishes to see 
you.” 

Again she saw a rapid anxious look ex¬ 
changed between Lionel Carteris and her 
daughter, while Evelyn’s face grew pale 
aud frightened. 

“ Come with me,” said. Lady Trenham, 
taking her daughter’s hand; “ we must not 
keep the earl waiting.” 

A look of more than anxiety came over 
the face of Lionel Carteris as the two 
ladies left the garden, and something like 
a moan escaped his lips as he watched 
them. Lady Trenham’s heart was full of 
a vague terror and anxiety that she could 
not understand. 

“ What does papa want me for?” asked 
Evelyn, as they reached the library. 

“He has good news for you,” replied 
her mother—“ news that I hope will please 
you, my darling.” 

Lord Trenham rose when his wife and 
child entered the room.' He took Evejyn’s 
hand in his own aud held it there. 

“My little Eve,” he said, gently, “I 
have great news for you.” 

It was very seldom that the grave and 
stately Earl of Trenham gave way to any¬ 
thing like emotion, or yielded to any dem¬ 
onstration of affection. His daughter 
looked at him in utter surprise. She saw 
the glimmer of tears in eyes that she had 
never seen so gentle and tender before. 
She saw the firm grave lips quiver as they 
smiled. 

“ 1 have such news, Evelyn,” he said. 
“I am proud of you—proud of the con¬ 
quest you have made, of the heart you 
have won.” 

If he had looked more attentively a,t his 
daughter’s face, he would have seen the 
rich bloom fade away, and a wild horror 
come into the sweet eyes. 

“ X/ord Brooke, whom you met last year 
as Cilve Hamilton, has written, asking per¬ 
mission to pay his addresses to you. 
Evelyn, I am a proud man, but even 1 am 
satisfied. I did not expect such an offer 
for you, child.” 

There came no reply from the white 
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lips. The earl liked his daughter even 
better for what he. deemed her delicate 
silence. 

“ Lord Brooke proposes to pay us a visit 
this month,” he continued. “I shall 
write and bid him welcome. You are too 
young to understand all the benefits that 
will accrue to us from this marriage. Eve, 
it will lighten my heart of a load that has 
weighed it down for years. I thank Heav¬ 
en for all its mercies. Shall I send Lord 
Brooke any mess:^e from you?” 

Then for the first time he saw the white 
frightened face and trembling lips of his 
daughter. 

■ “ What is it, Evelyn ?” he asked, gently. 
“ Have I alarmed you—told my news too 
suddenly ? Speak to me—tell me you are 
pleased and happy.” 

Lord Trenham hardly knew the voice 
that came at length from the white lips. 

“Papa, dear papa,” cried the young girl, 
“ he must not come—it can never he ?* 

The earl looked at his fair young daugh¬ 
ter with surprise. He had no suspicion 
that her words arose from anything more 
than the shyness and timidity of a young 
girl. Lady Trenham listened to her with fear 
and a vague dread of what might follow. 

“Why can it never be?” asked her 
father, with something like a smile. 

“For a reason stronger than death, 
papa,” she replied. 

“But,” pursued Lord Trenham, “ what 
reason can I give him?” 

“ I do not love him, papa,” she replied. 

“ Jly dear child,” said the earl, “ that is 
no reason at all in our rank; love, as it is 
called—fancy would be a better name— 
must give way to other and higher consid¬ 
erations. You have no dislike to Lord 
Brooke, I presume?” 

“ No,” she said, faintly; “ none.” 

“ Then you will soon learn to love him,” 
returned the earl, triumphantly; “so I 
shall write and tell him when to come.” 

But Evelyn laid her hand on his arm. 

“ Papa,” she said, earnestly, “ it can 
never be. A reason strong .as death for¬ 
bids it. Do not ask him—I have no love 
to give.” 

“Poor child,” spoke Lord Trenham, 
gently, “ I have been too abrupt.” 

“No,” she cried, wildly; “it is not 
that—believe me it can never be F’ 

But for all answer the earl led his 
daughter to the couch by the window. 


“Best there, Evelyn,” he said; 
answer Lord Brooke’s letter at once. Yot 
will be pleased to see him when In 
comes.” 

He was alarmed at the wild bnrttoi 
weeping. It was no mere girlish thnidil; 
—^it was the grief of one who had trouble 
of no light kind upon her. 

“ I do not understand you, Evelyn,” sfij 
the earl, gravely. “ There must he some 
reason for yoiu- strange behaviour. Go 
now to your own room—remember htn 
much of your father’s happiness and wd- 
fare you hold in your hands—remember 
how much of the dignity and well-being d 
our house depends upon you—and come to 
me with a different answer this evening.” 

His was a grave sad face as his daughter 
went away weeping quietly. 

“What can be the matter?” he ashed, 
turning to Lady Trenham. “ Follow the 
child, Hilda, and see if you can mate il 
out.” 

He would have been still more alarmed 
if he could have seen his cherished and 
beloved daughter wringing her hands and 
crying aloud iu the solitude of her own 
room. 

“Katherine,” said Lady Trenham to her 
protege, “ I want yon to do me a favor. 
Go to Evelyn’s room, and see if you can 
persuade her to tell you why she objects to 
Lord Brooke’s proposal.” 

“Has he made one?” asked Katherine, 
with surprise. 

“Yes,” replied Lady Trenham—“he 
has loved Evelyn ever since he saw her 
last year. Yon know,” she coutinned, 
“ how much such a marriage would con¬ 
duce to the happiness of Lord Trenham 
and the welfare of the family. Beaaon 
with her, Katherine—she will perhaps lis¬ 
ten to you.” 


CHAPTER m. 

It was some time before Katherine conld 
ohtmu admission into her cousin’s room; 
when the door was opened at last, ahe 
looked almost with fear at the white tear 
stained face, and the dark eyes so full ol 
fear and sorrow. 

“ Evelyn darling,” said Katherine, “ what 
is the matter? Let me come and talk to 
you. I used to comfort you years ago in 
your childish troubles-, let me comfort 
yon now.” 
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But neither kind words nor caresses 
changed the look of despair on Evelyn^s 
face. Katherine drew the young girl to 
her, and laid the drooping golden head 
upon her shoulder, sitting in unbroken 
silence while the unhappy girl wept as 
though her grief would utterly break her 
heart. 

“Did you dislike Clive Hamilton so 
much?” asked Katherine, at last. “I re¬ 
member when you came home you seemed 
pleased with all his kind attentions.'^ 

“I have never thought of him since,” 
said Evelyn. **Itis not that, Katherine. 

I seem to have been asleep and dreaming, 
and to have suddenly awakened. O, I 
cannot bear the reality that I look now for 
the first time in the faceP' 

“TVhat is the reality, Evelyn?” inquired 
her cousin. Trust me—tell me; I will 
help you—I will do all 1 can.” 

“ Katherine,” said the poor girl, wring¬ 
ing her hands, “even to myself I am 
afraid to say what I have done—^how can I 
tell it to you? Have you never suspected 
my secret?” 

“Your secret—no,” replied her cousin. 
“ What secret can you have ? You are but 
a child, Eve—a simple loving child.” 

“All, no,” cried the young girl,’ shrink¬ 
ing from the kind caressing hand; “lam 
not a child now. Woman's lot has fallen 
upon me. I have learned to love and 
suffer. Help me to tell you what I have 
done; 1 am half mad with despair when I 
think of it. And yet I caimot be sorry—I 
lore him so.” 

“ Love him,” repeated Katherine; “ love 
whom?” 

“Can you not guess?” said Evelyn. 
“How could I meet him, listen to him, 
look in his fate, know that he cared for 
me, and yet not love him?” 

“Are you speaking of Lionel Carteris?” 
asked Katherine, gravely. “ Evelyn, surely 
you have not learned to love him?” 

The crimsoned face told its own tale; 
there was no need for words. 

“ You must be brave, Evelyn,” said her 
cousin. “ You most do hard battle with 
your love. Remember all the sorrow your 
father has had; and, believe me, this 
would he to him the greatest sorrow of all. 
Lionel is good and true, gifted and noble; 
hut for you to dream of loving him would 
be a deathblow to all t^e hopes founded 
upon you.” 


“He is more clever than Lord Brooke, 
or any one else,” murmured Evelyn. 

“That may be,” said her cousin; “but 
it has nothing to do with the question. If 
he were Apollo and Adonis combined, he 
wouM be no fitting husband for you. Re¬ 
member he has no money, and you have 
always lived in luxury.” 

“I hate luxuryP' exclaimed the girl, 
wildly. 

“ We must think of other things higher 
and more noble than our own likes and 
dislikes,” said Katherine, earnestly. “Your 
love for Lionel would cause so much- un¬ 
happiness that it could never bring any 
blessing. Tell me one thing. Eve—does he 
know itr—does he love you?” 

“ Katherine, you torture me,” she cried; 
“my terrible secret is burning my heart 
away. I must have been mad. Let me 
tell you while I have strength to speak. I 
was married to Lionel Carteris three 
months ago.” 

Her strength failed her as she uttered 
the words. Katherine took- her in her 
arms as she would have done a child, and 
laid her down upon the pretty white bed. 
She bent over the white face and tried to 
bring back its color. There -was silence 
for some minutes; it was Katherine who 
spoke first. 

“ You are but a child, Evelyn,” she 
said; “and Lionel Carteris, who has 
blighted your whole life, is an unprinci¬ 
pled and unworthy man.” 

“Do not speak harshly of him,” entreat¬ 
ed Evelyn; “ he is my husband.” 

“ He has betrayed the most sacred of alP 
trusts,” pursued Katherine. “ Your fa¬ 
ther's roof sheltered him, and he has takeiv 
advantage of the kindness to steal his 
child from him.” 

“It was all my fault,” sobbed Evelyfi, 
pitifnlJy. 

“ Tell me how it happened, and then I 
can judge better what to do.” 

“ I have loved him,** confessed the 
young girl, “ever since he came here— 
Katherine, he is so different from every 
one else. Papa is always grave and sor¬ 
rowful, mamma always gentle and sad, hut 
Lionel was young like myself and light¬ 
hearted. He made me very happy. He 
was so kind and gentle. He was the only 
one who seemed to understand that 1, be¬ 
ing young, liked to laugh and be happy. 
He brought sunshine with him. He 
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changed my whole life, and I learned to 
love him dearly.” 

“Ido,not hlame yon, Eve,” said her 
cousin. “You were but a child. Lionel 
should have gone away when he found he 
loved you.” 

“He did mean to do so,” explained the 
poor young wife. “ But one day—I cannot 
tell how it happened—we were waiting for 
mamma in the Lime Walk, and he told me 
he meant to go away that very evening; 
but when he knew I loved him, he stayed 
on—I could not let him go.” 

“ But why did you not tell Lord or Lady 
Trenhara?” asked Katherine. “Why re¬ 
sort to concealment and deceit?” 

“ I know it was all wrong,” said the girl 
bitterly, cruelly wrong. We meant to 
tell them. And Lionel was always talking 
about what he would do out in the great 
world—^how he would leave Trenham, and 
work hard until his name should be fa¬ 
mous, and riches should pour in upon him; 
and then he would come back, crowned 
with honors, and ask for me. We had ar¬ 
ranged all that; but he wanted to he quite 
sure of me first; and so, Katherine—do not 
turn from me—we were married three 
months ago. It is only now that I seem to 
understand what I have done. Lionel ar¬ 
ranged it all; and on the day you went 
with mamma to Eernleigh, and papa was 
shut up with his lawyer, I went to East- 
ham, and was married there—married in 
my own name, Evelyn Trenham, at the 
little old church outside the town. What 
shall I do ? I cannot look in my father’s 
face again. I must have been mad. I 
never thought of anything except that 
Lionel should be quite sure of me.” 

“ There is no help for it now,” said 
Katherine. “A greater piece of folly could 
not be imagined—you, the Earl of Tren- 
ham’s daughter, privately married to his 
secretary! Where were your sense and 
conscience, Eveljm?” 

“They were sleeping,” she replied. 
“ Katherine, do not be angry with me. I 
have, sinned, and something tells me 1 
shall have to suffer. I should have gone 
on dreaming for years if my father’s words 
this, morning had not arousetl me. Will 
there be any pity for me ? I am so young 
—not twenty yet; and I did not think— 
never realized what I was doing. Yet I do 
love him, and cannot wish it undone.” 

“ The truth must be told at once,” said 


Katherine, decisively, “ before your father 
answers Lord Brooke’s letter—he must 
know all, and, Evelyn, if you are wise, 
you will tell him yourself.” 

“ It would kill me!” she cried. 

“ 2Tay, you must be brave. You have 
done a cruel grievous wrong; repair it 
bravely, and bear its consequences patient¬ 
ly. It is the only way iu which you can 
atone for it.” 

But there was not much bravery in the 
white frightened face. 

“Lionel ought to tell Lord Trenham 
himself,” said Katherine, “but I fear for 
the consequences. It may soften the blow 
if it comes from your hands.” 

But she who had sinned so thoughtless¬ 
ly, so lightly, who had forgotten the sacred 
reverence due to parents, and the respect 
due to herself, was frightened. She did 
not dare to look at Lord Trenham and tell 
him what she had done. 

“ It must be so,” continued Katherine, 
smoothing the shower of rippling golden 
hair that fell like a veil over the beautiful 
sorrowful face. “ I shall fetch Lady Tren¬ 
ham now, and she will take you to the 
earl.” 

Katherine Baiusforlh looked sad and 
sorrowful as she sought the gentle mistress 
of Trenham. She knew the blow about to 
fall would bring the keenest and sharpest 
sorrow. She half realized what it was to 
be deceived by the dearest and best be¬ 
loved—to meet with ingratitude from one 
loaded with favors and kindness. 

“How sad you look, Katherine.^’ said 
Lady Trenham, as her niece entered her 
room. 

“ I am come from a sad scene, aunt,” 
she replied; “and I want you to go with 
me to hear what I feel to be a sad story.” 

They went together to Evelyn’s room. 
She still lay upon the pretty white bed, 
her golden hair falling like a silken veil 
over the pillow. 

“ 2damma,” she cried, as Lady Trenham 
entered the room—“ mamma, do not hate 
me—I cannot marry Lord Brooke, for I am 
Lionel’s wife P’ 


CHAPTEE IV. 

A THXDtDEKBOLT falling at the feet of 
the gentle mistress of Trenham would not 
have shocked and startled her as did her 
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daughter’s words. Her fair sad face flushed, 
keen indignation lighted her eyes. 

** Harried,” she reflected, vaguely, and 
-with a bewildered expression—“married 
to Lionel—can it be true, Evelyn ? What 
;h»ve I done to he so cruelly punished?” 

The unhappy girl rose and tried to clasp 
her mother’s hands. Lady Trenham re¬ 
coiled from her. 

“ Do not touch me, Evelyn,” she said, 
coldly. “ Tell me if it is true that you, 
jny dai^hter, have so grossly deceived 
me.” 

“It is true, but the fault is all mine, 
mamma—I loved Lionel.” 

“ You did not woo Mr. Carteris, or ask 
him to run away, I presume,” said the 
countess. “I do not understand it. Eve¬ 
lyn, in my country love and marriage are 
sacred things; but we consider love and 
reverence to our parents even more sacred. 
.1 am startled, shocked and grieved. Good 
sense and good taste revolt from such 
conduct.” 

“Mamma,” pleaded the young girl, 
^‘forgive me. I see my sin. I see the 
vrrong I have done; intercede for me with 
papa. I am* afraid of him.” 

“ You are unworthy of him,” said the 
lady. “ Your father would suffer a thou¬ 
sand deaths rather than deceive those who 
trust him.” 

The gentle stately lady could not under¬ 
stand it. Her youth had been passed with- 
cut incident. Her calm passionless rest 
had never been disturbed, save by her love 
fur the young English earl. She could not 
understand the impetuous nature that 
prompted such wild rebellion as her daugh¬ 
ter had been guilty of. It was a new phase 
of life to the fair German lady. 

“Mamma,” sobbed the penitent girl, 

say you forgive me; and do not blame 
Lionel.” 

“ Mr. Carteris has forfeited all claim to 
esteem,” said Lady Trenham; “ and you, 
Evelyn, have blighted not only your own 
life but ours. What will your brother say 
when he hears that his sister, whom he 
considered a fitting wife for the brightest 
nud noblest in the land, has clandestinely 
married her father’s secretary^ Take all 
the silly romance from it, and say if you, 
Evelyn Trenham, are not ashamed of such 
a deed.” 

At that moment the earl’s voice was 
Leard at the room door. 


‘‘Hilda,” he cried, “I have been looking 
for you. I want Evelyn.” 

Lady Trenham opened the room door, 
and her husband gazed in bewildered sur¬ 
prise at the scene. Evelyn crouched rather 
than knelt at her mother’s feet; Lady 
Trenham’s face was pale and ^itated as 
he had never seen it before; Katherine 
Rainsforth was weeping bitterly. 

“What is the matter?” cried the earl. 
“ What has happened?” 

Kone of the three who gazed in speech¬ 
less terror at his wondering face seemed 
able to reply. At last Lady Trenham, 
leaving her daughter, went up to him and 
laid her hand lovingly on his arm. 

“Philip,” she said, “ your life has had 
many cares and troubles—the heaviest 
blow has yet to fall. Let me help you to 
bear it.” 

“What is it?” demanded the earl, 
stenily. “Do not keep me in suspense.” 

“Be pitiful,” said Lady Trenham, her 
mother’s heart relenting at the sight of 
her child’s face—“ be pitiful, Philip—she 
is very young. Evelyn has been married 
to Lionel Carteris for three months.” 

Even she, his w ife, quailed before the 
look of livid rage that overspread his stem 
face. He turned to the kneeling girl and 
rudely grasped her arm. 

“Is it true?” he hissed from between 
bis white lips. “Have you dared to trick 
me ? Is it true ? Look at me—answer for 
your deed. Are you the wife of the penni¬ 
less ingrate whom I have fed and shel¬ 
tered?” 

“lam,” said Evelyn, faintly. She had 
ceased weeping, and still knelt, with a 
dread beyond words upon her face.' • 

With a voice of thunder the earl uttered 
words so cruel that his wife shrank from 
him, while his daughter clasped her hands 
and cried for mercy. 

“ Not one word,” he said. “Never let 
me hear the sound of your voice again. 
Katherine, go and tell Carteris I wish to 
see him here.” 

Not one word was exchanged betweea 
parents and child. Lady Trenham tried to 
plead, hut her husband impatiently bade 
her cease. In less than five minutes Lionel 
Carteris stood before , him. The anger of 
the earl was terrible to behold as his eyea 
fell upon the young secretary. 

“Do not waste words, sir,” he said; 
“ tell me if it is true that you have dared 
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to persuade my daughter to contract a pri¬ 
vate marriage with you—that you have had 
the audacity to steal my child from me— 
that you whom I trusted have violated 
that trust as no gentleman would ?” 

“I loved your daughter,” replied the 
yomig man. I did wrong to speak of my 
love. I did a greater wrong to persuade 
her to marry me—a wrong I repented of as 
soon as done. Let the punishment fall 
upon me. I am strong; she is young and 
fragile.” 

“ Therefore you might have spared her,” 
interrupted Lord Trenham. “ Favor me 
with the particulars of this most dishonor¬ 
able affair; let me know if iny daughter 
is really married or not.” 

Briefly enough the young man gave him 
the particulars he desired. Then for some 
minutes there was profound silence. 

“Evelyn,” said her father, “I do not 
curse you—I would rather have'seen you 
dead than as you now are—hut from this 

moment you cease to be a child of mine_ 

you will be to me as one dead. Within an 
hour you leave the home you have dis¬ 
graced ; and never while I live will I con¬ 
sent to see you again. You have chosen 
your lot; words are all vain. You are un¬ 
worthy of your name and of your race_ 

unworthy to be under tbe same roof that 
shelters your noble mother. Go, and in 
life never let me see you again. I forbid 
your mother and cousin to exchange an¬ 
other word with you. From this moment 
3 0 U belong to the man you have chosen.” 

He never looked at the crouching figure 
or the white face; he was deaf to the sharp 
cry of agony that came from his daughter’s 
lips; he was deaf to her mother’s cry for 
pardon—blind and deaf 10 all. Hot anger 
filled his heart and surged in his brain. 

♦ *•••** 

Before the July sun had set in the heav¬ 
ens Lionel Carteris and his wife had left 
the castle. Evelyn clung weeping round 
her mother's neck. She pleaded and 
prayed, but she pleaded in vain; the earl 
refused to listen to her. He forbade her 
name to be uttered in his presence, and 
i-efused to leave his room until the carriage 
^:ontaiuiiig the unhappy pair had been 
driven from the door. His anger knew no 
bounds or limits. 

“If the man had one single thing to 
recommend him,” he said to his wife, “ I 
could have borne it better. He has led a 


useless purposeless life; he has never done 
a brave or noble action.” 

There was some little commotion in the 
neighborhood when it became known that 
Lady Evelyn had married Mr. Carteris ami 
was banished from her father's roof. But 
the earl had few visitors, and fewer friends;, 
the scandal was a nine days’ wonder that 
soon passed away. 

Lord Trenham gave orders that all his 
daughter’s clothes and jewels should be- 
given to her—that nothing belonging to her 
should he left at the castle—that every 
trace of her should he destroyed. She had 
been much loved by the servants and de¬ 
pendants, and many tears were shed as the- 
beautiful sad face passed from sight. Yet 
the domestics, who were proud of their 
long service, were surprised and indignant 
in their own way, feeling that their beauti¬ 
ful young mistress had casta heavy shadow 
on the family name and glorj’. 

If Lord Trenham suffered, be never let it 
he known. From that July day his daugh¬ 
ter’s name was never mentioned. Lady 
Trenham’s face grew paler and more wist^ 
ful every day. She pined for the beloved 
daughter, who was dearer to her than ail 
the world beside. She grieved, too, for 
her sins—grieved that one she had loved 
and cherished could have so far foigoUer> 
all that was due to her. Katrherine Raiiis- 
forth did her best to supply the exiled 
daughter’s place. Many long hours the 
two ladies spent in forming plans for a rec¬ 
onciliation. They each remembered, now 
that it was too late, that many things 
might have shown them how matters stood 
had they not been almost willfully blind. 

The bright hot summer passed, autumn 
came and went, winter's snow lay deep 
upon the ground, and there came no news- 
of the once-loved daughter of the house. 
The portrait of the beautiful golden-haired 
girl, which Lord Trenham had once so 
proudly shown, was taken away; of Evelyn^ 
his only daughter, there remained to him 
nothing but a most bitter memory. 


CHAPTER V. 

“The worst that can be said of us, 
Evelyn,” said Lionel, as they looked their 
last upon the woods that surrounded the 
castle, “ is that we began at the wrong end- 
I should have worked for you first, and 
then have won you. 1 am half sorry wc 
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^sere so tbouglitless, but I cannot help re¬ 
joicing that you are my own/* 

And the poor young wife, blinded by her 
-deep love, foi^ot the sorrow she had left 
behind her, and was happy in the golden 
-dream of her first love. The world was all 
before them. Touth, ever sanguine, and 
love, ever bright, hid from them the pro¬ 
saic reality. 

“I shall make a great name for niyself. 
Eve,” said the young husband, “and then 
your father will relent and forgive us.” 

They went to London. Lioirel held sol¬ 
emn counsel with himself as to the method 
in which he should acquire fame. He de¬ 
cided that the most speedy way to the top 
the ladder would he to write a hook—a 
political novel. That would bring him into 
public notice. He would make politics his 
study, get into Parliament, astonish all 
England by his eloquence, and then the 
Test would be easy. Never once did he 
doubt that his dreams would be realized; 
no fear of faiinre ever crossed his miud. 

They both agreed that it would be better 
for Lady Evelyn to drop her title—it would 
seem absurd for a Lady Carteris to be living 
in second-rate apartments in Kentish Towm. 

The first two months passed happily 
enough. All was novelty to the young 
wife. She would have been perfectly happy 
but for the remembrance of what she knew 
to be her sin. Lionel had fifty pounds 
when he left Trenham. It was almost all 
expended before he fairly looked his posi¬ 
tion in the face, and remembered that 
when that sum was exhausted he knew not 
where to look for more. The famous book 
would bring them in money—who could 
■tei! how much? But, although he worked 
hard at it, weeks, if not months, must elapse 
before it could be finished. 

The time come when the fifty pounds 
had all disappeared, and there was not a 
shilling for the weel/s food and rent. 
Lionel had to pause in tlie midst of his 
booh and seek for employment. He then 
found himself reduced to the common 
level—only one amongst many hundred 
gentlemen, highbred and well-educated 
like himself, and all like him desirous of 
finding employment. Gradually and slowly 
he began to see himself as he was—clever, 
gifted and intellectual, hat untrained and 
unfit to battle with the world, unfit to 
S^p the stem realities of life, so different 
from his dreams and hopes. 


One by one the jewels that his wife had 
bronght from her home were sold,-and 
they lived upon the pzxjceeds; when they 
were gone, hunger and want stared them 
in the face. The young husband searched 
the great city, and could obtain nothing to 
do. Fortune seemed against him. He 
could not secure a single engagement. The 
number of advertisements he answered, 
the number of applications he made, the 
repulses, the denials, the humiliations he 
met with, would have w’earied a far more 
courageous man. He fought his fight nobly 
and well, but tlie odds were against him, 
and he lost. 

The pressure of poverty was hard and 
bitter to bear. Evelyn appealed to her 
father, telling him of their privations and 
sufferings; but her letter was returned 
without a word of comment. 

Three weeks afterwards, driven almost 
to desperaliou by poverty and want, she 
wrote to Lady Trenham; her letter met 
with the same fate. 

Husband and wife said but little In those 
days. Once Lionel drew Evelyn to him, 
and pillowed her head upon his breast. 

“Do you repent having married me, 
darling?** he asked. “My love has cost 
you very dear.’* 

“ It has crowned my life,” she respond¬ 
ed, “ and has changed me from a gay care¬ 
less child to a thoughtful woman. Lionel, 
I would sooner be poor with you than rich 
with a king.” 

And Lionel Carteris thanked Heaven in 
his heart that poverty and want had not 
brushed the bloom from his wife’s' love 
and devotion. 

But the poverty they had borne without 
complaining was unendurable when an¬ 
other life depended on theirs. When Eve¬ 
lyn’s baby was born, she was very ill—so 
ill and weak that the doctor declared she 
could not recover without change of food 
and geuerous diet. She iteeded good wine 
and good food; if she did not have both, 
no art or skill could save her. 

From the unhappy young husband Doc¬ 
tor Graham heard the story of the fatal 
and imprudent marri^^e. As far as lay in 
his power he helped the little family, but 
his own needs were great and his own 
cares heavy. He resolved to do a kind and 
brave deed—to go at once to Trenham,' see 
the eaii himself, and plead for the young 
wife whose life hung upon a thread. 
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Lionel Carteris was in despair; his book 
proved to be a complete failure—^no one 
would undertake it. His fair young wife, 
the petted and beloved daughter of a noble 
line, lay literally dying for want of those 
lustirie& he could not procure. He was 
without money, without employment; noth¬ 
ing was left of the jewels and trinkets that 
had been his wife’s. His heart sank, his 
strength left him, hope and ambition were 
dead. The girl he had stolen from her lux¬ 
urious home lay dying, and he could not 
avert her doom. 

The result of Doctor Graham’s interfer¬ 
ence was a letter written by Lady Trenham 
to her daughter. The earl offered to take 
her back, to pardon her, to provide for her¬ 
self and her child, if she would consent to 
abandon her husband—him he would never 
forgive. She might return home and live 
with them if she would promise not to see 
him again. 

It was Lionel himself who read this let¬ 
ter to his young wife. His face grew dead¬ 
ly pale as he did so. They were both silent 
for some minutes, and then he bent over 
his wife and whispered: 

“ It would save your life, darling—will 
you go?” 

“Ko,” she replied;‘Met me die here 
with you, Lionel. I am quite content.” 

He saw a still deeper pallor spread over 
the white wan face, and in that moment 
Lionel Carteris almost cursed his own reck¬ 
less deed. 

Despair look hold of him. He said to 
himself again and again that he had de¬ 
stroyed the young life, once gay and smiling 
as the life of a summer flower. The room 
where his wife lay seemed stifling. He had 
not tasted food that day; he resolved to 
make one more effort to obtain work. 

lu after-yeais Lionel never remembered 
how he left home. He had a faint recollec¬ 
tion of wandering, faint and ill, by the 
river side, of sitting down to rest, and of 
talking to some rough man, evidently a 
wanderer like himself. He remembered 
that his pocket-book was stolen, and that 
he smiled at the disappointment of the 
thief, who would And nothing but papers 
therein. Then a feeling of uncouscious- 
jiess came over him; a dull red mist came 
before him—a noise as ef gurgling waters 
sounded hi his ears. 

tVlien sense and memory returned, he 
was lying In the ward of a London hospital. 


In answer to his questions, the nurse toI$ 
him that he had been there two days, anch 
that it was now the evening of the third. 
He waited until morning—when he would 
be permitted to depart—in a fever of 
suspense. 

Thankful once more to find himself in 
the open air, anxious to hurry home, and 
dreading the effect that his absence might, 
have had upon his wife, Lionel walked 
quickly through the park. He seated him¬ 
self upon one of the iron benciies to rest. 
Lying there he saw a newspaper, evidently 
left by some one who had iiiiished reading, 
it. He look it up carelessly and glanced 
over its contents. No wonder that his face- 
grew white, and his hands trembled; no* 
wonder that a wild terrible look came into* 
his eyes. In one corner was a little para¬ 
graph telling how, three days before, the 
body of a man had been found in the river 
near Blackwell—Uie body of a man sup¬ 
posed to have been accidentally drowned^ 
for there were no marks of violence upon 
him. He was shabbily dressed, and had 
nothing about him of any value. A pocketr 
book was found in his coat, by which it was- 
discovered that the unfortunate man’s- 
name was Lionel Carteris, and his address,. 
No. 3 Clayton Load, Kentish Town. 

With wild eyes and beating heart Ifionel 
read the account of his own death. He 
saw in a moment how the mistake had 
arisen. The man with whom he had spoken 
at the river side had stolen his pocket-book, 
and had afterwards fallen into the river—' 
accidentally, no doubt. 

If Evelyn has seen this,” he cried, “it 
will kill her.” 

It seemed to him an age before he reachedi 
Clayton Koad. He stopped abruptly, for 
there before his door sto6d a travelling car¬ 
riage which he knew to be the Earl of. 
Trenham’s. Even as be stood he saw Lord. 
Trenham himself, half leading half cany- 
ing Evelyn to the carriage. He noticed his- 
wife’s deep mourning, and the nurse with 
the little child dressed lu black. He saw 
the earl seat bimself by bis daughter’s side,, 
and then lie knew that his wife, believing 
him to be dead, was going home. He 
caught one glimpse of her white sad face,, 
and his heart died within him. Why should 
he caie to live when she believed him dead?* 

Would it nut be better, he said he to him¬ 
self, if he were dead ? Evelyn’s life woulik 
be saved—sLe would know no more wan& 
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or privation. His bey would be an earl’s 
grandson, not tbe half-starved child of a 
pauper—ah, a thousand times over it would 
be better if he were dead I 

Why not die to them ? He might live 
out the remnant of his days and yet be dead 
to wife and child. Ijet Evelyn, let tbe 
whole world believe that the dead man 
found in the river was Lionel Carteris. 
Let Lionel Carteris die to the world, to love, 
to happiness, to fame; let him thus espiate 
the reckless folly of his youth. 

He went to the place where the drowned 
man’s body lay j he heard the care-taker 
say that he must have been a poor relation 
of Lord Trenham’s, for Lord Trenham’s 
solicitor had given orders for a funeral at 
bis lordship’s expense, and in the cemetery 
at Finchley a plain stone was to be erected 
to the memory of Lionel Carteris, aged 
twenty-two. There was no one to lament 
over him—his young wife w’as breaking her 
heart far away in the stately castle at Tren- 
ham. Lionel’s resolve was taken; hence¬ 
forth he w’ould be dead in life. 

He went back to the park, and sat down 
stunned and dizzy. He had no money and 
no food. Presently a recruiting-sergeant, 
noting the fine manly figure and broad 
shoulders, came op, and began a glowing 
panegyric on military life. He was startled 
by ^e haggard young face that looked de¬ 
spairingly into his own. 

“lam quite willing to enlist,” said Lionel 
Carteris. “ I am tired of life. If, as you 
say, your regiment is soon going to India, 
I will join it. Give me the shilling.” 

And before sunset that day Lionel Car¬ 
teris was one of her majesty’s soldiers, and 
had taken his place in the train for Wey¬ 
mouth, where his regiment was stationed. 
He was too indiSerent to ask its name. A 
half fear seized him when he found that he 
was one of “ The Queen’s Own Bangers,” 
of which regiment Captain Bertie Trenham 
was in command. 


CHAPTER YL 

One year had passed. The young widow 
iu tbe castle of Trenham still mourned for 
the husband she had loved so dearly. Her 
little child had learned to say his father’s 
name. Lady Trenham was kinder and 
more indulgent than ever to her daughter, 
whose fmrsad face was so wistful and pale. 

The earl had so far relented from his 


severity as to speak kindly of the man who 
had been her husband. He said that “ poor 
Lionel” bad great talents, a keen intellect, 
and rare wit, and that, bad fortune favored 
him, he might have made his way in the 
world. 

But as this, the old sorrow, began slowly 
to die away, anew one arose. The strange 
sad mutiny in India had broken out, and 
“ The Queen’s Own Rangers ” were ordered 
thither at once. 

^0 greater blow could have fallen upon 
Lord Trenham. His idolized son and heir, 
for whom he had saved and deprived him¬ 
self of everything save the most needful 
things of this life—^this son, upon whom the 
fortune of his house depended—was going 
to certain dauger, if not to certain death. 

Nothing could avert the blow. As an 
Lnglish gentleman and a man of honor, the 
young captain could not exchange or sell 
out when there was danger in view; yet, if 
he should meet his death, the long and 
noble line of the Treiihams would end, the 
estates pass to another family, and the title 
become extinct. Moreover, for this soa, 
for the future of his race, had Lord Tren¬ 
ham endured a life of privation. 

The young heir of Trenham had felt noth¬ 
ing but pity for his sister. He forgave her 
imprudent marriage; he said she had suf¬ 
fered enough when she told him how dear¬ 
ly she had loved Lionel in life, and how in 
death she loved his memory. He caressed 
her tenderly, and said she should not be 
teased about a second marriage, but should 
live with him. 

The earl and his wife bade a sorrowful 
adieu to the brave and noble young ofQcer, 
who longed to avenge the murderoas 
wrongs inflicted on his countrymen. They 
saw him depart with heavy forebodings and 
anxious heart. 

For many mouths they heard regularly 
from their son. He distinguished himself 
greatly in various actions with the muti¬ 
neers, and the name of Trenham became a 
household word in England. At last a let¬ 
ter came that changed the course of many 
lives. 

Tou may kneel, dear ones, and thank 
Heaven for me that I still live,” wrote 
Bertie. “ The dying and the dead lie around 
me; yet I am 8aved-~saved by the brave 
and daring heroism of a man who is as 
noble as he is courageous. Buffer him I 
should have been lying here, with the sun- 
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beams falUog upon my dead face; but for 
bim tbe hand penning these lines would 
have been cold and still—the heart so full 
of gratitude to Heaven and to him, so full 
of love to you, would have ceased to beat. 
Under God I owe him my life. Let me 
tell you my story. 

“ Oil the eighteenth was fought a battle, 
of which you will all hear at home. Our 
regiment was ordered into action, and we 
had to pursue the enemy. The military 
details of my story will not interest you; 
they will be painted by a far more able 
hand. 

“In the heat of the pursuit I rode some¬ 
what ahead of my troop. Suddenly Ifouitd 
myself surrounded by Sepoys—death in 
their flaming eyes and dark faces. It seems 
to me now like a terrible ghostly dream. 

“ I fought my way with the desperation 
of a doomed man. Four of my enemies 
were disarmed and wounded; tbe fifth, by 
a sudden blow, forced my sword from my 
hand. I gave myself up for lost. He 
struck at me with a long sharpdagger; hut 
ft fell upon another breast. ‘ My life for 
hisT I heard some one say. A man in hot 
haste bad flung himself before me, and re¬ 
ceived the blow intended for me. i hardly 
knew that I was saved until I felt his warm 
blood flow over me; and my men, crowding 
round, raised him from the ground. 

“ I was wounded, sick and giddy, yet not 
so ill as to forget his words. ‘ My life for 
his.’ Who was he ? What had I done that 
he should give his life for mine? 

“ ‘Take care of that man,’ I said to Cap¬ 
tain Beeve—‘ he has saved my life at tbe 
risk of his own.’ 

“ ‘He is dead,’ said one of his comrades. 
But no—life still lingered, despite <Le hor¬ 
rible gaping wound. 

“ I remember n© more for some days. 
When memory and sense both returned, my 
first thought was of the man who had of¬ 
fered his life for mine. He still lived, but 
his life hung upon a thread. I asked many 
questions about him. They told me his 
name was William Lawson, and that he 
enlisted more than a year ago. There was 
evidently some mystery about him, for he 
had the manners, the education, the refine¬ 
ment of a highbred gentleman. He spoke 
but little, and was fearlessly brave—brave 
even to recklessness—seeming to court 
rather than avoid death. 

“ One day, when I was able for the first 


time to walk and resume some of my old 
habits. Doctor Montrose came up to me. 
He told me that the man I had inquired so 
much about was dying, and that if I wished 
to thank him for saving my life I must see 
him that evening. It was growing dusk 
then, and I followed the surgeon. 'Ihe 
poor fellow lay quite still upon his bed. i 
bent over him and whispered my thanks. 

I am no coward, but tears ran down my face 
as I saw the parched lips, noted the short 
quick breath, and knew that my life was 
purchased by his. 

“‘Do not thank me,’he said, faintly; 

‘ I owe a life to the Trenhams. I only give 
back what I once stole.’ ” 

“ 1 thoi^ht he was delirious, yet there was 
something familiar in the tone of his voice. 

I bent still lower, and, as sure as I live to 
write the words, it was Lionel Carteris, my, 
sister’s husband. I called out his name in 
utter bewilderment, and a crimson flush 
covered his face. 

“ ‘I did not think that you would know 
me,’he said. ‘Months ago when danger 
surrounded us, I began to watch for an op¬ 
portunity. 1 always meant to give you my 
life, in return for the blight and sorrow I 
had brought upon your sister.’ 

“ lu a faint low voice he told me the 
story of the mistake that led to the belief 
in his death.” 

This story the heir of Trenham told in 
simple words, just as he had heard it from 
the white lips of Lionel Carteris. 

“ It was tbe simplest and saddest recital 
I ever heard,” continued Bertie. “ Bound 
his neck the poor fellow wore a locket con¬ 
taining Evelyn’s portrait, and one golden 
tress of her hair. He asked me to lay it on 
his heart when he should be dead, and let 
it be buried with him. Hot tears streamed 
forth from his eyes when he spoke to me 
of his child, he said (bat in his dreams he 
saw him and heard him speak. But he 
did not die. Though feeble and delicate, 
Lionel Carteris still lives, and we are com¬ 
ing home together.” 

The letter concluded with messages to all 
the loved ones at home, and said that be¬ 
fore the end of May the writer hoped once 
more to see them. 

There was enclosed from the heir of Tren¬ 
ham to his father a passionate appeal for 
pardon for Lionel. 

“Will you grant it?*’ asked his wife, 
anxiously. 
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res,” said the earJ, in a tone of deep 
eiDOtion ; “ I forgive him. He has won for 
himself a truer nobility than the mere ac¬ 
cident of birth or title could have given 
him. He has sinned, but he has done a 
noble deed—such as only brave and noble 
men can do— therefore I pardon him, and 
will take him home as I would my own 
son.” 

2 ?o words can tell the delight of the fair 
young wife, or the glee of the little prat¬ 
tling child. Weeks and days were an.Tiozis- 
iy counted; at last came the day which was 
to bring the travellers home. It was a beaur 
tiful evening towards the end of Hay when 
they arrived, and the golden sun shone 
upon no scene more beautiful than that of 
the fair lo ving wife weeping, half with pain, 
half with happiness, over the changed face 
of her husband. 

*««»»«» 


Fortune has smiled upon the Trenhams. 
Bertie has married a great heiress, and her 
wealth brought ease and competence. 
There are no more privations; the castle of 
Trenham is celebrated throughout the coun¬ 
ty for its unbounded hospitality, 

Xionel Carteris has almost reached the 
top of the ladder. Fame and wealth have 
done their best for him. Lady Evelyn Car¬ 
teris is one of the moat beautiful and popu¬ 
lar women in London, and no one is so 
proud as she of her husband’s fame. 

Katherine Kainsforth never married. A 
beautiful painting of hers hangs in the 
gallery of the castle; it represents the inci¬ 
dent of the mutiny described by Bertie 
Trenham—^Lionel Carteris shielding Bertie 
Trenham from the thrust of a Sepoy’s dag¬ 
ger. The earl calls Katherine a “ Eadical,” 
for the picture bears the simple title of 
“True Nobility.” 
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CHAPT^ XL 

“ Hiss Lebmond,” said the housekeeper, 
putting her head tlirpugh the half-open 
door, “there’s a woniaa below,, whom 
.Sahara has let in. u^wares, asldng to see 
you.” 

The room was full of warm spring sun¬ 
shine. It was on its soft caipet,^ and 
French furniture, and damask draperies. 
Outside a bluebird sang in a budding 
maple tree. Inside came .a continual sound 
of voices and busy clatter from hKss Ler- 
mond’s dressing-room. Miaa Leimond i^er- 
self, half buried in an easy-chair, sat lean¬ 
ing listlessly back, l^tening to that bluebird, 
with her hands crossed on her lap, and the 
dark lashes just touching her pale cheeks. 
On the white counterpane of the bed lay 
something whiter still, from which she 
kept her eyes turned steadily away—a 
dress of white satin and point lace, flung 
down there like a snpw-wreatb, a pair of 
dainty satin slippers, and a bridal veil. 
The toilet table was covered with bridal 
gifts, one—a small exquisite casket of 
carved wood, stood open, and colled upon 
its velvet cushion hy, in the glittering sun¬ 
light, a magnificent set. of Indian opals— 
St. Maur’s gift. To-morrow Ifathalie would 
be a bride. 

At the sound of Hrs. Roberts’s voice in 
the doorway she started, but did not turn. 

“ Who is it?” asked the listless voice. 

“ She says her niame is Alsie McKensie, 
and that she’s come from Coltonsleigh. I 
told her to go away and not disturb you— 
that you were making ready for the wed¬ 
ding in the monnfig.” 

“And has she gone ?” quickly. 

“ Jfot she,” said Bobeirts>; “ she’s got 
Scotch blood in her veins—stubborn as a 
mule—they all are. She’s waiting still.” 

Coltonsleigh—McXensie; surely Natha¬ 
lie had heard ^ose names before. What 
could the woman want of her? Somei:^ 
tent curiosity,.born of one of those myste¬ 
rious instincts which come to us all some- 


tijae in our lives, pipmpfced .her to rise and 
follow Reverts dowm 

Alsie ^cK£ji8ie, .aa. it. happened, was 
holding at that mpment.asroartaltercaaon 
at the foot of the stairs with the little 
French maid Marie, one jabbering in broad 
Scotch, the other in detestable English, 
.and neither understaudiug a word beyond 
.th^own in the matter. The woman.was 
toll and approaching middle age, with a 
strong heavy face, and a display of tawdry* 
finery in her dress, that .Marie was noticing 
with Parisian eyes. . She made a deep 
courtesy as Nathalie appeared, then looked 
at her closely from head to foot. 

“<ijd’3 mercy!” she muttered; “she’s 
as fair-favored as the ither! I am Alsie 
McKensie from Coltonsleigh, and I ha’* e’ en 
cam to speak wi* the leddyo’ the Hall—‘ 
she that’s to be a bride to-morrow.” 

Nathalie luotioned the woman to follow 
her beyond the prying eyes of Marie. 

“And now,” she said, quietly, “ what 
busiiiess have you with me, Alsie?” 

Aisle .twisted thu fringe of her shawl ner¬ 
vously round her broad hand. 

“ I bided a spell at the cot wi’ the ould 
mither, and then I walked on here. There’s 
been sojnfitking sair upon my mind these 
mouy days. Is it true that ye go to kirk 
to-morrow wi’ the master o’ the Fields?” 

I shall be married tormorrow,” assent¬ 
ed Nathalie, dimly wondering who this 
wom^ <muld be. 

“ Ye ha’ heanl, perhaps, how I was at 
the Hall in the first leddy’s time?” Alsie 
went on. Nathalie nodded. 

. “Aweel,,I kenned St. Maur theutandl 
ken him now, and I wauii say to ye, were 
they my last words, that it is e’en better 
for ye to go to kirk iu a shroud than wi’ St. 
Maur for your bridegroom.” 

A flash of latent anger crimsoned Nath¬ 
alie’s cheek. She looked haughtily, into 
the woman’s strong and earnest face. 

“ Hare you come from Colionsleigh,” 
she demand^, “ to tell me this?” 
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“ I have, my leddy.” 

“And doea St. Haur knov of yoor 
coming?” 

“ God forbid F’ answered Alsie, looking 
around with a start of alarm.' 

“ Then,” said Nathalie, “ let me under¬ 
stand you. Why should I not wed hint? 
If you have aught to say to me^ say it 
quickly.” 

“Ah,” answered Alsie, shaking her head, 
“ 1 canna say more. Xe maur take warn¬ 
ing by this—1 canna break an oathF’ 

“Is the woman dazed?” thought 
Nathalie. 

“But,” Alsie went on, with strange 
vehemence, “I can swear to ye that I speak 
truly. He is a braw callant, but a ^se- 
hearted one. and no fit mate for such as 
ye. I will e’en kneel and swear it, an? ye 
will hear.” 

“NoP’ cried Nathalie. 

“Ah, ye dinna believe meP’ cried Alsie, 
searching her face. “Lo’e is e’er blind. 
Aweel, will ye ken this and believe it, I 
wonder, in place o’ an old woman’s 
words?” 

site flashed <mt something suddenly from 
beneath thefolds of hershawl, and dropped 
it into Nathalie’s passive hand. It was a 
letter sealed and directed, with no t crossed, 
no i dotted. 

O, the fierce momentary struggle for 
calmness under Aisle’s keen eyes! She 
look the letter, white to the very lips. 

“Who gave you this?” shecried. 

Alsie’s face was as eapredsionless as 
stone. 

“A gentleman that rowed ower from the 
lighthouse yestereen, fine and weil-favoied. 
He asked for AJsie HcHensie, and bade me 
gi’ ye this if I cam to Hehdee this day.” 

A thousand thoughts were coursing like 
lightning through Nathalie’s brain. She 
turned the letter over in her hand, her face 
growing hard and bitter. .^1 thou^ts of 
St. Uaur—of everything but .pride and 
wrong, were banished. Eow dared'he— 
how dared he, the perjured, the false¬ 
hearted—perhaps the husband of another 
—write to her? 

“ 1 am to take the answer back to Gol- 
tonsleigh, and he will come for it to-night,” 
said Alsie. ' 

There was a fire burning in a grate at the 
further end of the room. Nathalie rose 
from her seat, and walked *slowly towards 
it. 


“ His name?” she said. 

“ I dinna ken,” answered Alsie, grim as 
an ogress. 

Nathalie paused on the hearth with 
stormy dark eyes. 

“Here is your answer,” she said, drop¬ 
ping the letter, with its seal unbroken, up¬ 
on the glowing coals; “take it back with 
you to CtoltonsleighP’ 

“And is that all?” asked Alsie. 

“A 111” 

“ Then I maur be gone.” 

She drew her shawl around her with an 
unchanging face. Nathalie followed her 
to the door, leaving a handful of gray ashes 
among the sea-Kioal. 

“Iwauldwish ye joy o’ the morrow,” 
said Alsie, looking at her-wistfuUy, “ if T 
did na ken it wauld be turned to sorrow. 
It was woe enow for the first leddy o’ the 
Hall, hut it will be greater woe still for ye.” 

"With the words of the woman ringing in 
her ear, Nathalie fled back to her own 
chamber. She was bewildered—sick. 

Turnback? It was too late. She stood 
face to face with her doom now, helpless, 
and with some such vain despair at her 
heart as some hunted wild creature might 
feel circled closer and closer round by the 
toils of the hunter. Fllngiiigherself pros¬ 
trate upon the bed, b’eslde the fleecy bridal 
draperies, Nathalie wept such tears as no 
heart ever weeps but once. All that makes 
life worth the having she had lost forever. 

St. Maur called at twilight, but no Nath¬ 
alie appeared: It was well that he could 
accommodate - himself so readily to the 
whims of his betrothed, for their name was 
legion. A bunch of rare queenly camellias, 
from the conservatory of the fields; with a 
cross of blood-red Indian rubies dropped 
into their waxen hearts, he left behind 
him—the last of many princely gifts. 
Uarie, going with it in search of her mis¬ 
tress, found her waridering about, like a 
ghost, in the' gathering twilight of the 
gallery. 

The sun had set low down behind the 
budding beech-wood; A few stars were out 
already in the sky, and the dull thunder of 
the sea boomed drearily up the shore. 
Harie lifted a lamp in the niche at the 
head of the staircase, and departed rioise- 
lessly. 

And Nathalie ? She had thrown herself 
into a seat at the window, and sat there 
looking out into those same beech-woods. 
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The wind jnst stirred the deep purple of 
the satin curtains around her, and the one 
straight path of lamplight from the niche 
was clearing the black' shadows of the 
^ace in a long track of tremulous gold. 
Through half-open doors, along the dim 
length of the gallery, half-obscure^ 'Visions 
of the wading paraphernalia—promises of 
what the morrow was to bring forth, still 
confronted her, and on the wide, black, 
polished window-ledge layhiswhite camel¬ 
lias withering at her side. 

She shut it all from her sight, drawing 
the purple curtains closer about her. To¬ 
morrow! To-morrow! She would be his 
tiien, irretrievably—the successor of the 
ill-starred Hagar St. Maur. She shud¬ 
dered. How little she had ever dreamed 
of such a destiny. 

Suddenly, betwixt her and all else rose 
up the face of John Calvert—that clear-cut 
powerful face. She shut her eyes—she 
tried to put it away. In vain! He had 
wronged her; he had wounded her love— 
stung her pride into high rebellion—grant¬ 
ed! and yet to the very core of that proud 
resentful heart of hers, Kathalle loved hini 
still. 

A hot tear fell down in the darkness on 
the withering camellias. She sat with her 
itead bowed on her hand a long time, while 
the wind rustled the purple curtains, and 
sighed along the gallery. Starting at last 
from her stupor, chilled and shivering, 
Hathalie rose up to close the window. 

A low faint strain of music echoed along 
the gallery, a sound like the vibration of 
some instrument, touched by a dreamy 
wandering hand. 'What could it be, at 
that hour, and in that place ? The gallery 
was deserted; the rooms opening u^n it 
unoccupied, save by Euby and Mrs. Bob- 
erts, and Euby had gone to bed ill, and 
hirs. Eoberts was not given to musical per¬ 
formances. Nathalie paused and Ihtened. 
It was the tinkle of a guitar, coming from 
that black and gold chamber far down the 
length of the gallery. 

Nathalie’s heart gave'a greal bound, then 
grew still. Clearer and sweeter the sound 
rose up—it had taken shape,'as' it were—it 
was a prelude, a soft, drbWsy, trem'itidus 
thing, half passion, half repose. Should 
she-wake Mrs. Eoberts? Should she 
the servants? She fled along the gall^ 
toward Mrs. Eobertsis' ‘dcior,'‘o'nfy t^ panre 
mid'way thereto, rooted in her trai:^; for a 


human voice had broken snddenly into the 
thread of the mnsic, so foil of nnearthly 
sweetness, so unlike ail other voices She * 
had ever heard, that Nathalie stood frozen 
in a great nnotterahle awe. Soft and low 
as they were, every word of the song was 
borne to her ear as distinct as dropping 
water in ah October calm. Liquid, “me¬ 
andering ” Spanish words they were—words 
which Nathalie could not understand, and 
she stood listening, until from ont their 
dreamy labyrinths stole forth at last a 
plaintive snatch of melody in her own 
tongtu: ' ' 

“ lK>rd Heron siu In bis easUe high, 

S'sir Bosamond lies on'the shore below; 

He loved to'live, mnd she loved to die— 

Which loved the tmest, the nncels know.” 

■ A shrill twang, as of a breaking string, 
succeeded. The music died awaf In a hol¬ 
low cry, which rang through the gallery 
'With terrible distinctness.' Nathalie could 
hear the fall of the guitar, and the n^et- 
ting of a chair, or some heavier piece of' 
furniture, beyond the door of that dreadfoi 
room. Mad with terror, lest its vision 
should make a descent upon the gallery, 
she sprang to Mrs. Boberls’s door; in time 
to meet that worthy lady, in nightcap and 
dressing-gown, just coming forth. 

“Hushr’ she cried, seizing the fright¬ 
ened girl in her arms; “ don’t raise an ont- 
cry—it can do no good. I heard it all. 6, 
the Lord be good to ns. Miss Lerinond 1 I 
thought this dreadful thing had passed 
away, and flow the very night before the 
wedding!—’’ 

She drew Nathalie with her along.the 
gallery as she was speaking. ' 

“ O, do not go in there!*’ cried the young 
giri, shrinking back. 

“Butit might be burgl^P’ criedEdb- 
erts; “anyway, we ought to see. You 
needn’t come in, my dear. Bless me, what 
would St. Manr say ?’’ 

She' unlocked' the door, somewhat un¬ 
steadily, arid shaking and shivering, Nath¬ 
alie at her shoulder, holding the flaring 
lamp, looked into the haunted room. Yes, 
surely there .had been a visitor, though it 
was empty now. A window, opening upon 
the balcony, stood open wide ; the curtain 
WM, put bacl^ a chair beside it wm over¬ 
turned, and'there, lay the guitar'with /its ‘ 
bfoteh'stnig agaiiist 

had been dropped a moment before^' ‘ 

Boberts entered to* lower the window ed 
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curtain in nervous haste; then, she re¬ 
locked the door, and taking the lamp 
from poor trembling Nathalie, returned 
across the gallery. 

“ O,” she sighed, under her breath, 
“ what evil tiling does this forebode for to¬ 
morrow?’^ 

*‘What, indeed?” murmured Nathalie. 


CHAPTER XIL ' 

CucAB and cloudless, with sweet earthy 
scents miiug the air, aud around red sun 
burning up the mists of the marshes-and 
the sea, dawned Nathalie Lermond’s bri¬ 
dal morn. The ceremony was to take 
place at twelve, in the gray stone church, 
which stood half- a mile distant, -on a hare 
wind-beaten hill overlooking the sea. 
There was to be a grand weddiixg dinner 
giveii to a select few, but no further festiv¬ 
ities, for both bride and groom seemed 
anxious to give the affair as little publicity 
as possible. 

“Are you done?” said Nathalie, in a 
weary voice, as Harie moved away from 
the mirror. 

“Not yet, hfademoiselle foists her 
veil,” answered Harie. 

Ruby fastened it to the beautiful dark 
bead wreathed in orange blossoms—poor 
little Ruby, looking like a. snow-breath, 
but calmer even than Nathalie herself, in 
this hour of martyrdonu One tear, and 
one only, fell upon the spotless flowers. 

“ God bless you, darling I” she said, in a 
faint broken voice, passing her arms 
around the pale bride. “ O, I do hope you 
will be happy with him, Nathalie—so much 
happier than you think now I” 

With that strange apathetic calm that 
seemed now to have redoubled in her man¬ 
ner, Nathalie put her away, and rose up 
from the mirror. Was there ever such a 
while aud queenly bride? More beautiful 
than I can tell, looked she, in those float¬ 
ing bridal garments of satin and lace, but 
it was a beauty that hushed the admiration 
on the lips—it was the beauty of a statue, 
warmed only with the breath of life. 

“ It is time to go now,” said Ruby, “ the 
carriage is waiting.” 

The bridal party swept down the stairs. 
The carriages had been standing at the 
door a half hour; Nathalie took her place 
mechanically. 

Who shall say what thoughts were in her 


mind as they rolled along the open high¬ 
way to the church ? Once Ruby saw her 
startj and look around her wiJdly. Was 
she debating the chances of escape at that 
late hour? O, what mockery of rejoicing 
there that day in the . singing of the 
birds among the beech woods, in the flowere 
budding,'in the warm spring sunshine! .The 
eyes of the two giris met—the 'nlue ones 
full of misty tearsT-the dark ones growing 
suddenly calm and cold again. Nathalie 
sank back passive among her cushions; 
the last struggle had passed. 

The doors of the gray stone church stood 
wide open; Su Maur was already there, 
waiting impatiently for the coming of his 
bride. Some few of the hamlet people 
were scattered along the side aisles, among, 
whom the face of the old gude-wife Mc- 
Kensie looked forth, with restless gray 
eyes. The sunshine fell through the 
stained glass of the windows in warm rich 
patches; some birds were singing in the 
low graveyard outside. 

As Nathalie passed the inner door, some 
one who had been standing near it drew 
suddenly back. She felt the movement 
rather than saw it, and an indescribable in¬ 
stinct prompted her to lift her eyes. Lean¬ 
ing against the pillar of an arch, with his 
cloak upon his arm, and his pale set face 
confronting her like a spectre, stood John 
Calvert. For a moment his eyes looked 
strmght into her own, not angrily, but 
with a sad reproach in their depths which 
cut her to the heart. Of all men, why was 
he there ? Why had he come to witness 
that ill-starred marriage, the bitter fruit of 
his own folly and wrong-doing? Ruby 
started a little as she saw him, and the pale 
bride swept on to the altar, never faltering, 
indeed, but with a face whiter now than 
her bridal dress. 

St. Haur came forward and took her 
hand, flushed and feverish. Never in all 
her after life did she forget the passionate 
remorse that darkened his face at that mo¬ 
ment—his wild earnest whisper: 

“God forgive me I Darling, I will yet 
make amends for all.” 

Cold as a frozen thing, her hand lay in 
his. Like one bound in the spell of some 
terrible nightmare, she suffered him to 
lead her to her place. The ceremony 
began: 

“ Wilt thou have tbiaman to be tby wed¬ 
ded husband^’ said the voice of thecler- 
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gyman; “ to live together after Grod’s ordi¬ 
nance in the holy estate of,matrimony? 
Wilt thou obey him and serve him, lov^, 
honor and keep him in sickness and in 
health, and, forsaking all others, keep ye 
unto him as long as ye both shall live 

Ko response fell from Nathalie’s lips: 
they moved, indeed, hut no sound—’her 
voice had died within her. Like a light¬ 
ning-stroke, there fashed upon her, at 
those words, a terrible blinding sense of 
the falsity of her position—of its unutter¬ 
able misery. With a start, she half with¬ 
drew her hand from St. Mauris. 

He caught it again, his face darkening. 
A dead pause. Every eye was directed 
upon them—upon the pale girl , standing* 
voiceless and motionless, beside her wait¬ 
ing bridegroom. Slowly the cleigyman re¬ 
peated the question. 

The last words had not left his Ups when, 
noiselessly, out from the spectators around 
the bridal party, two figures, closely veiled, 
glided up to the altar steps. One paused 
there, throwing back her veil with a defi¬ 
ant gesture, and showing to all eyes a 
broad Scotch face, grim now with resolu¬ 
tion. It was Alsie McKensic. The other 
figure mounted the altar steps, and tearing 
the bonnet from her head, went up to the 
astonished clergyman, and paused at his 
side, face to face with the bridal party, and 
the astonished spectators. 

It was a woman, clad in some shining 
gray stuff, with a shower of magnificent 
hair falling in wild waves and curls far be¬ 
low her waist. The face was pale and 
wan, the eyes wild, and large, and lustrous, 
and fixed now on the livid face of the 
bridegroom, with a vacant wondering lock; 
She raised one thin white hand, and laid it 
upon the open marriage service. 

“Hold!” said this woman, in a voice 
that vibrated every comer of the church, 
like sw’cetest music. 

One terrible oath broke from the lips of 
St. ifaur. He dashed Nathalie’s hand aside. 

“ Who?” said the clergyman, looking at 
the strange fair, shape at his side, “ who are 
you who interrupts this ceremony?” 

"I?” answered the figure; ^^lamHagar 

BL Jfaur—wife qf fAis marU*’ 

With the bound of a wild creature leap- 
ii^ upon Its prey, St* Maut sprung upon 
Alsie.McHensie. 

“Accursed foolP’ be hissed, through his 
set teeth. “ Tou have betrayed me f ’ 


A hand, stronger than Alsie’s, cast him 
back. 

** ^ou ■ mistake,” said John Calvert, 
calmly; “ I am your accuser!” 

“And.of what am I accused ?”• demand¬ 
ed the bridegroom, clenching^ his hands at 
his .side. 

John CalvejJ’aface grew hard, 

“ The charges are three,” he answered. 
“ I accuse you of the attempted murder of 
this unhappy woman, Hagar St. ilaur, 
eleven years ago, on your marriage night. 
I accuse you of casting the deed upon your 
brother, Bobert Hendee, and of hunting 
him willfully to his doom. I accuse you of 
withholding all knowledge of this woman’s 
existence from the world since that time, 
and of entering unlawfully into a second 
marriage.” 

A faint cry from, the little group before 
the altar, and Ruby Hendee had fallen 
like a dead thing in their midst. 

“I will answer none of these chafes 
here,” said St. Maur, sullenly. 

“Then,” answered Calvert, “thiscere¬ 
mony cannot go on. Those assembled 
here bad best disperse, and you will do well 
to follow me.” 

They looked at each other defiantly— 
those two men. The bridal party were in 
wild commotion; the clergyman quietly 
closed the marri^e service, and the pale 
fair shape that had stood before him. the 
whi4^., glided back to Alsie though the 
wondering spectators. Alsie stroked her 
long golden hair, as she might have done 
some petted child’s. 

“PuirleddyP’ she said,groaning; “she 
has been mad these mony years!” 

St. Maur turned on his heel. 

“As you wilir’ he answered Calvert, 
with an air of desperate resolve. “I will 
return with you to the Hall—further than 
that I will not go. Come, Nathalie, our 
blithe wedding is over for Hiis day. Tou 
shall hear the last of this accursed story, if 
you will.” 

He strode out of the house, first of all, 
and entered the carriage. The others fol¬ 
lowed him. 

“What you have to do, do quickly?’ he 
said to Calvert; “had you given me but a 
day longer, X would have foiled yon—I 
would have been beyond your reach.” 

“NoT’ was.the stem answer; “never 
beyond my reach, while you remained this 
side of the grave rV 
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They went bach to the Hall, a far differ¬ 
ent company, indeed, from the one which 
had left it hat an hour before. John Cal¬ 
vert rode in advance, his horse’s flanks 
white with foam. He entered with the 
others, and etood with his bat in bis band, 
and his pale face turned steadily away 
from the still paler one of Nathalie. Alsie 
and her beautiful charge had followed. 
Orim and uncompromising, the Scotch 
woman took her station directly facing St. 
Jdaur, the maniac clinging to her, and 
looking from face to face with her large 
■wild Syrian eyes. Nathalie, gazing at her 
wonderful face, and the frail exquisite out¬ 
line of the figure, marvelled no more that 
at had so often been mistaken for a visitant 
from the other land. Alsie McKensie was 
the first to break the silence—caressing 
■Heat’s golden hair the while, and looking 
straight at St. Uaur. 

“I maun speak the truth,” she said; 
“ and mickle glad am I to do it, for it has 
been a sair weight on my mind, and 1 
wouldna fash mysel about it sae again for a’ 
the siller o’ this mon. It’s eleven years 
agane, sin the night of the braw weddin’, 
and Sandy, that's dead and gone now, lay 
sale sick at the anld mither’s cot, and 1 
asked my leddy—this puir mad thing—that 
was to be a bride that e’en, wi’ satin goun, 
and red gowld in her hair, to e’en let me 
gae and watch wi’ Sandy, while the danc¬ 
ing, and the feasting, and the music was 
going aii, for the auld mither was sair 
worn. Ii was a clear starlit night, and I 
took the beach way, and down on the 
sands I saw Master Bobert, who hadna 
been at the Hall that night, ranting up 
and down, as if he were clean daft, wi’ 
spurs on his heels, and his face half buried 
up in his great cloak. I wondered then 
how cam he there, when a’ the ither folk 
had hied them to the weddin’, and I won¬ 
dered while 1 sat fn the cot wi’ Sandy. 
Aweel, it ’nigh onto midnight before 
he would ha’ me gae, and I ha’ but just 
risen to wake the auld - mither, when who 
should throw open the door and rnsh in, 
as if the deil himsel was after him, but St. 
Maur, wi’ bis face as pale as a kelpie, and 
his White ruffles, and his white hands, wi’ 
the gowld ring on them, a’ stsdned wi’ red 
blood.” ' 

St. ilanr ihteifupted the' speaker, turn¬ 
ing upon her with' a fierce gesture; but 
aneeting Nathalie Lermond’s eyes, dark. 


dilated, and filled now with an nnntterable 
horror and loathing—be sank hack against 
the wall. Alsie paused. 

** Go on r' he commanded, contemptu¬ 
ously. 

“Aweel,” said Alsie, “ he drew me out o’ 
the cot, and his grip on my arm left its 
mark there for mony days after; and he 
told me, would I serve him that night, and 
swear to keep what I should see a secret, he 
would gi’ me gowld and siller enough to 
make a great leddy o’ me till my dying 
day. I was a silly lassie then, and a young 
one, and, moreover, I was like to die 'wi’ 
fright to see him looking so, an’ I prom¬ 
ised. I went back to tell the auld mither 
and Sandy, and to carry them the red 
gowld pieces St. Maur put in my hand, and 
then, he brought this puir leddy into the 
cot, and laid her on the auld mitbet’s bed, 
and her satin goon was all tom and cov¬ 
ered wi’ blood, and so was her gowlden 
hair, and she had a great gash in her side, 
and the blood soaked through the bed; 
but no one dared to ask him who had done 
the deed. We bound up the wounds—the 
auld mither aud I—and she moaned, so 
that we knew she lived; and when Master 
Gilbert had sworn us to all secrecy, wi’ a 
dreadful oath, he told me I maun take the 
puir dying lassie, and gae away. 

“I rode a’ the long night, wi’ her head 
on my knee, and no one wi’ me but the 
mon that drove the horses, and whither, 1 
didna ken nor care. At the gray dawn we 
stopped at a lone house in the woods, and 
the mon said I was to git down there wi’ 
the leddy, and bide there until St. Maur 
cam. 'We had taken off her satins and her 
jewels at the cot, and the folks asked me 
no questions. St. Maur came the next 
mom, and gae me siller, and told me I 
must take care o’ her until she died. I 
knew then that it was he who had done 
the deed. 

“ But she did na die. Inursed her long, 
and she came to hersel, and knew me, and 
one day, when she was sitting up for the 
first time, she asked me where we were, 
and where'was Bobert Sendee? And St. 
Maur cam in upon .us, aud there was a 
dreadful scene betwixt him and my leddy. 
arid she said how he had tried to murder 
her, and how he forced her wrongly to mar¬ 
ry him, and cried out and wailed for Rob¬ 
ert; and after St. Maur Went away, swear¬ 
ing and cursingj she just lay down burning 
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hot wi’ ferer, and from that day to this 
she has been mad. 

“After a weary while, when I begged, to 
see the auld mither and Sandy, St. llaur 
gie me the house at Coitonsleigh. 1 ha’ 
kept my leddy there, and tended her, and 
kept his secret, too, though she would ha’ 
her times o’ stealing away, when I did na 
see, and o’ coming back here nights, to 
scare honest people; and although 1 would 
na hare told the story had not Mr. Calvert 
come to Coltonsleigb, and charged me wi’ 
the keeping o’ my leddy, and told me o’ 
this second marriage, and threatened me 
wi’ the law, if I did na gi’ her up, I am 
mickle glad it is told, and that na mair o’ 
St. Mane’s siller will ever touch my hand 
agen.” 

Alsie drew a long deep breath as she 
ended. Hagar was watching her intently 
with those wild dark eyes of hers, and with 
faint flushes of light flitting now and then 
over the pale spiritual face. The darkened 
soul was groping vainly after Aisle’s voice. 
She i^ed one hand, at last, in a sort of 
vague despair, and gently stroked the 
Scotchwoman’s cheek. 

“Alsie'.’’ murmured the marvellous 
voice, in a sad appeal; “Alsie T’ 

A tear fell down on the wild golden hair. ' 
“ She ketts no one but me,’’ said Alsie, 
brokenly. “ I canna be parted from her. 
Te may do as ye will wi’ me, if ye leave ns 
togither.’’ 

Mrs. Soherts came trembling and tear¬ 
ful, and knelt down at Hagar’s side. 

“ O my lady 1” she said; “ my beautiful 
lady I Do you not know mef" 

Mo answer, but that vacant hopeless 
stare. 

“Come awayT’ she whispered, pulling 
Aisle’s sleeve; “ come away T’ 

Harmless Indeed—one who never raved 
or jibbered, bat still a maniac I 

John Calvert turned grimly round and 
faced St. Manr. ’The latter spoke flrst. 
“Are you satisfied ?’ 

“ Yes,’’ with curving lips, “ I have ful¬ 
filled my promise to the dead.” 

“And through you,” mattered St. Maiu-, 
“ his curse has fallen r’ 

“ O,” cried Alsie, “ the story is abroad 
at Coltonsleigb, and in the hamlet, I maun 
say, it would be well to hasten from here.” 

St. Maur tamed on his heel with a face 
like ashes, and went straight up to Natha¬ 
lie—to the shrinking woman in her bridal 


garments, who fell back, shuddering, as he 
approached. 

“ Farewell P’ he sard, “ men have staked 
the world for love before, and—lost I Fare¬ 
well, Nathalie! Whatever deeds I may 
have done that men might blush for’, how¬ 
ever dark my life may have been, I swear 
my love tor you. might have redeemed 
them all! If 1 raised my hand against 
this mad creature’s life, it was In a moment 
of anger and revenge. She was flying to 
my brother—she was disgracing my good 
name. Farewell, Nathalie, think kindly 
of St MaurP’ 

He caught her band and lifted it to bis 
lips. One kiss, that homed .Uix)D it long 
after, and then Mrs. Boberts had flung her¬ 
self before him in the doorway. 

“O Master Gilbert, where are you go¬ 
ing?” she cried. 

He put her away. 

“ Bid Buby good-by for me,” he said, 
with dark remorse; “poor little Baby P’ 

Caivert went out with him. St Maur 
beckoned for him to mount, and they rode 
out together on the open highway. 

“ Calvert,” he said, leaning darkly to¬ 
wards him from the saddle, “you have 
been my arch-enemy I You have robbed 
me of the only woman I ever loved. If 
Nathalie Lermond can never he mine, 
neither shall she ever be yours! Let us 
settle this matter as becomes men.” 

John Calvert’s face looked as if carved 
in stone. 

“IP’ he said; “I measure swords or 
shots with you —the assassin of a woman P’ 

St Maur ground his teeth. 

“ Have I then forfeited all the rights of 
a gentleman ?” 

“ In my sight—yes P’ 

He strack his spurs into his horse’s 
flanks. 

“ Well, be it so! J>at if yon think to es¬ 
cape me thus, John Calvert, yon have reck¬ 
oned witbont yonr host Keep this as a 
token P’ 

A buft' gauntlet, still warm from his fiery 
hand, struck Calvert’s saddle-bow, and 
clung there for a moment He thrust it 
contemptuously away. The next instant it 
lay in the gray dust of the road, ground 
down by the iron-shod hoofs, aud he had 
turned him about leisurely, and was riding 
off toward the low hamlet on the shore. 

St Maur gazed at the gauntlet then at 
the retreating rider,'and a low laugh, uh- 
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speakably bitter, fell from his lips. Then, 
slowly, and in an opposite direetion, he 
rode away to the Fields. 

The house had been thrown open, and 
the servants were making a holiday. Who 
among Uiem dared question their dark 
stem master? He went directly to his 
room, and locked the door after him. Once 
the bell rang for Pierre, and wine was car¬ 
ried up, but that was all. 

The day crept on apace. Nature, con¬ 
genial with all existing circumstances, be¬ 
gan to frown in sullen clouds as night 
drew on. The wind rose up with a warn¬ 
ing cry along the sea. It was after the 
sunset hour that St. Maur came out from 
his room, and took the path to the shore. 

Perhaps it was the chance of meeting 
Calvert there that impelled him. The sea 
fowl were screaming among the rocks; a 
few fishers* boats were coming in from 
across the bay, and the songs of the boat¬ 
men were borne fitfully to his ear. O, the 
dreary night-sky, and the cruel winds, and 
the unspeakable desolation of that seal 

St. Haur paused upon the sands, and 
looked out upon the angry surf-lines. His 
face was haggard and worn; the teeth were 
set, the brows knit darkly. Who can tell 
what thoughts stirred him in that houiv^ 
how that dark fierce soul rebelled gainst 
its destiny of ruin and disgrace ? He had 
lost all—^love, honor, fortune and fair 
fame. To-morrow meant exposure, degra¬ 
dation and the penalty of the law. 

The thought of Calvert and of revenge 
died, somehow, away. Nathalie Lermond’s 
beautiful eyes, with the look that he had 
last seen in them, rose up one moment be¬ 
tween him and that black heaving waste of 
sea, and then faded into its gathering 
darkness. A fisherman was mooring his 
boat a few feet distant from where St 
hlaur stood. He turned abruptly, and went 
towards him. 

“Andrew,” he said, “ what shall I give 
you for this boat to go to Coitonsleigh ?” 

The man looked up, and seeing who it 
was, touched his tarry cap deferentially. 

“ To Coitonsleigh, sir? Not to-night?” 

“Yes.” 

“ There’s a storm brewing' sir—a nor*- 
e^ter.” 

“ That does not matter,” gloomily. 

“ Well, Fm sure you’re welcome to the 
boat, sir; but I’d advise yea nat to ven- 
tore on the bay to-night.” 


“ Good advice, Andrew; but quite 
thrown away. I, too, am an old sailor.” 

The man unmoored the boat again, won¬ 
dering what could send the master of the 
fields to Coitonsleigh that night; and he 
watehed him as he pushed off from the 
shore, wondering still. 

A wild sharp sheet of rain, stabbing like 
spears as it struck, drove Andrew into 
shelter. His boat and its single occupant 
were just then across the white bar. Stern 
and unmoved, St. Maur sat looking straight 
into the storm before him, fearing its dan¬ 
gers far less than those he was leaving be¬ 
hind, his dark curls blown away from his 
haggard face, his dark eyes filled with an 
nnutterahle despair. 

Once only he looked back. Some vision 
of his wasted youth, his ruined manhood, 
his lost life, must have stirred him then 
—of all that might have been, that could 
never be. Vague pictures danced on the 
pitch-black night setting grimly in—^Ha- 
gar’s golden hair; Nathalie Lermond’s 
eyes; Kuby Heudee’s fair young face. He 
saw the lights twinkling on the distant 
shore. Nccning fires were binning there, 
and happy groups -were gathered around 
them. The wind howled like a demon. 
Higher and wilder rolled the white and 
ravenous sea; a lighthouse lamp mocked 
him from a distant point. What had he to 
do with peace, and love, and home-light 
more ? He looked out into the storm, and 
darkness, and swift hurrying waves. They 
were all that were left him. 

Andrew, the old fisherman, saw the little 
cockleshell of a boat when it crossed the 
bar; he saw it even beyond. Then the 
blinding rain beat down like a veil be¬ 
tween. Midway to his door, he turned 
again, sweeping the low dark line of the 
stormy sea, with some whispered words 
rising to his lips. Nothing could he see 
now but black sky blended in with blacker 
sea. Again and again he strained bis keen 
eyes to catch but a sign or signal, listened 
—to hear but the thunder of ■ the surf. A 
night had settled too deep for his sight to 
pierce, and the boat was seen no more. 


CHAPTER Xin. 

Akd how fated it the while with Natha¬ 
lie? While St. Maur was tossing in his 
boat on the stormy bay, gazing back so 
hopelessly at the shore from which he was 
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speeding, Marie Iiad closed the shutters, 
'and drawn the curtains of her mistress’s 
^dressing-room, and departed therefrom on 
tiptoe, so afraid was she of disturbing the 
reclining figure on a low sofa by the fire, 
with closed eyes and drooping lashes. 

But Nathalie did not sleep~»far from it 
She rose up after Marie had gone, .and 
went to the window, sat down there, rest¬ 
ing her head on her folded hands, and lis¬ 
tening to the wind and rain outside. The 
events of the day had been so startling, 
and 80 strange withal, that, as yet, she 
eould hardly comprehend them, only as a 
tired child knows that it has found rest; 
only as we think of some whirlpool es- 
eaped. A few grateful tears forc^ their* 
way from under the drooping eyelids, a 
newborn thrill of youth, and hope, and 
thanksgiving had stirred her numbed 
heart into life again—that was all. 

Of John Calvert’s share in herdeliver- 
^ance, she thought incessantly. Why had 
he thus come to.save her from her fate? 
Why had he phmued the mystery and the 
wrong to the root for her sake? What 
•could she now be to him ? O weak heart! 
Nothing, nothing—she repeated to herself 
a thousand times. Had he not deceived 
her? Was he not the betrothed—^the wed¬ 
ded husband, perhaps, of ^se Galbraith? 
•She had that in her hand even then which 
•could convict him; she reread it again, 
with a flushed check and curling lip—that 
ialse letter to Felix Carleton. 

The door of the dressing-room opened 
softly, and Huby Hendee came in—a poor 
pale little shape, with all the life and color 
laded out of the small pinched face. She 
knelt at Nathalie’s side, and looked wist- 
lully, tearlessly into her face. 

“Are you glad, Nathalie ?” in a whisper. 

“ Glad!—glad that 1 have escaped soch 
a doom ?” 

“ What will they do with him?” 

“ I do not know.” 

“How beautiful she is—his wife! Tou 
will be happy now, darling ? Tou will for¬ 
get him and his wickedness?” 

“ Yes,” was the dreamy answer. 

“ But I,” said Ruby, flinging her arms 
up with a sudden passionate cry, ** I loved 
himP* 

It was only one life wrecked forever- 
only a new version of a story as old as the 
hills. More would follow to blot it out to¬ 
morrow. So the world goes! 


Lulled by the sound of the ocean’s wind 
on the shatters, Nathalie threw herself on 
her bed, still dressed, and, in spite of a 
dull gnawing pain, bom perhaps of Ruby’s 
sorrow, she fell asleep. 

She slept an honr. What was it that 
aroused her? Not the wind, surely; not 
the storm beating against the casement? 
Nathalie started up with a piercing cry, 
gasping for breath. The lamp bad gone 
out, and the room was full of a dense dark¬ 
ness, sQxging thick around her, like waves 
of the sea—choking her, sUfling her breath 
on her lips I 

She flew to the door, and threw it wide 
open. What a sight was there! The whole 
dark length of the‘gallery, with its rare 
tapestry, its painting, its black oak panel¬ 
ling, was wrapped in a sheet of blooded 
crackling flame. Along the broad winding 
stairway a thousand forked aud red-hot 
tongues of fire were licking up the carving 
and gilding, and creeping.with hisses along 
the wall, cutting off all hope of escape 
down Uiose broad stairs; Somewhere be¬ 
yond that surging sea, over its roar, as in a 
dream, Nathalie heard the sound of voices 
and of shouting then the black stnoke, 
lifted for a moment by some gust of wind, 
closed slowly in once more, and the hot 
fire leaped after, and thrusting forth their 
hands at Nathalie, they dreve her. shud¬ 
dering, hack into her chamber, slowly lick¬ 
ing up her footsteps as she went. 

In that terrible hoar there was hot a’ 
thought of self in the girl’s brave heart. 
Its first cry was for Ruby, for the servants, 
and, more than ail these, for the maniac 
Hagar. Were they all aroused ? Coiild 
they be saved ? She sprung to the window 
and threw it wide open. O that dizzy de¬ 
scent! With the hot flame at her shoulder, 
pursuing her with not on Instant’s reprieve, 
how could she ever make it? Yet it was 
hard to die so. She was young, and life to 
the young is always beautiful. Ihe door of 
her dressing-room stood open—^there wa^ a 
refuge for a moment more, she flew through 
it, closing it behind her, and met H^e in 
her nightdress on the threshold, white 
with terror. 

“O moTi Dieu! mim Dieu/” she shrieked, 
“ the bouse is on fire 1 Mademoiselle, we 
are lost?’ 

“Come,” cried Nathalie, drawing her 
away, ** there is a back staircase across the 
galleiy—the fire may not have reached it.” 
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“Ah, how can we cross the gallery?” 
sighed the poor little French maid. “ See, 
mademoiselle, see what I have found V’ 

She thrust into Kathalie’s hand some¬ 
thing small, and round, and glittering. 
Even in that moment of deadly peril, Nath¬ 
alie recognized it with a cry. It was John 
Calvert’s lost engagement ring. 

“ Harie, where did you find this ?” 

“ I moved a drawer yonder by the win¬ 
dow, mademoiselle, after you fell asleep. 
It lay beneath it. Ah, we can never es¬ 
cape! We can never cross the gallery—we 
must die.” 

Not then. Unconscious of what she did, 
in the terror and bewilderment of the mo¬ 
ment, Nathalie slipped John Calvert’s ring 
to its lost place on her finger, and fairly 
dragging Marie after her, rushed out into 
the burning gallery. It was her last hope 
of escape. 

* How far she had proceeded—^how many 
steps she had gained in the thick smoke 
she never kne'w. No staircase could be 
found. Groping blindly with her white 
hands—Shearing Marie’s shrill cries on all 
sides, as it seemed, and the roaring of the 
fire, Nathalie grew bewildered. She was 
stified by the hot air, terrified by the 
smoke and flame girding her closer and 
closer in. Light and sense reeled. 

Marie I Marie I” she cried aloud in 
anguish. 

Swift as a flash of thought, something 
leaped forward, cleaving the cloud in 
which they stood enveloped. She was lift¬ 
ed from her feet. Some heavy garment 
was thrown about her, and an arm, strong 
and stout as iron, harried her breathlessly 
forward. 

“ Cling to me, Nathalie ?’ said a deep 
voice in her ear; “ cling to me 1” 

For life or death 1 Everything else for a 
moment was forgotten. They had reached 
some passage now, for a draft of fresh air 
blew upon her. 'The stout arm withheld 
its bold, and, Nathalie, tearing the cover¬ 
ing from her face, looked up into auother 
face bending above her, smoke-begrimmed 
and haggard, but sUll the face of John 
Calvert. 

“ The back staircase,” she cried, “ can 
we not escape by it?” 

“ Great God I it has fallen ?’ 

“O, must we die?” said Nathalie. 

He caught her to him in passionate de¬ 
spair. The crash of burning timbers some¬ 


where behind them, sent out a terrible 
warning. Leaping at a bound, a narrow 
chasm of fire which intervened betwixt- 
them and a door just fallen from its red- 
hot hinges, Nathalie saw that they stood 
in Hagar St. Mauris chamber, in the black 
and gold room, on which she was looking 
her last forever. John Calvert shivered at 
a blow the glass door opening upon the 
balcony. Wind and rain dashed in. 

“ Quick?’ he cried, holding out his arms- 
towards her, with a face that was terrible ; 
“ the walls are falling?’ 

One wild cry that might have pierced 
the heavens, as to and fro swayed the huge 
framework of the burning roof and wall; 
then, blindly into the black space, sprang 
Nathalie towards those, arms; close as- 
death they clasped her; then, a crash, a- 
pall, like midnight, settling slowly down, 
and Nathalie knew no more. 

The prophecy of Hendee was fulfilled! 

• * • , • • • 

In a low room, with whitewashed walls 
and bright chintz curtains, Nathalie Ler- 
mond next opened her brown eyes to the 
light of day. There was morning sunshine 
on the floor, and a pleasant sound of bees 
humming in some vines ontside, and 
through the parted chintz curtains she saw 
the blue glimmer of the sea, rippling and 
dancing in the sun, as calmly as if no 
storm had ever swept it. Huby Hendee 
rose up from the foot of the couch on 
which she was lying, and came to her aide. 
There were traces of tears on the pale 
cheeks and rouqd violet eyes.. 

“ Nathalie, darling,” she said, bending 
over her, “are you better?” 

“Better?’ answered Nathalie, “I have 
not been ill.” 

“ You were stunned by some portion of 
the falling wail, just as John Calvert 
leaped with you from the balcony. His 
arm was terribly crushed.” 

Nathalie raised herself up. 

“ Where is he ?” she said. 

“ Here—with us all, waiting to see you.” 

“And Hagar, and Mrs. Boberts, and 
Marie?” 

“ Safe. Marie is mourning for nothing 
but the loss of her black curls. Mrs. Bob¬ 
erts has gone to the Fields. Nathalie, St. 
Maur is dead ?’ 

“ Bead I When—how did he die ?” 

“ He was drowned,” the poor pained lit¬ 
tle voice went on, hurriedly. “They found 
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the body this morning on the shore. He 
started for Coltonsleigh last night, and the 
boat was upset in the storm. O Kathalie, 
we can all foigive him nowf’ 

Neither spoke for a long time. Natha¬ 
lie’s lashes were heavy with tears; that 
which he might have craved in vain while 
living, oat of her divine woman’s pity she 
.gave him freely now. Bubycame at last, 
and knelt down beside her, and Jaid her 
curly golden head in her lap. 

“Ah, Nathalie, the old Hall is gone 1 Ho 
yon remember that I used to ask yon to 
build a villa like St. Maur’s ? Yon will, 
now. Darling, do yon think yon have 
.quite forgiven him?” 

“ Yes, Euby.” 

“ But if you knew he had wronged you as 
youbad never dreamed-that hebad stooped 
to falsehood and treachery; coold you for¬ 
give him then ? 1 have been talking with 
poor Calvert this morning, and I think he 
wrote you letters, and sent the ring, and 
not one knew of it bntSL Haur, Nathalie.” 

“ But Bose Galbraith—” gasped Natha¬ 
lie, in wild bewilderment. 

“ Bose married Felis Carleton long ago, 
and went abroad,” said Buby, quickly. 

Was'Nathalie awake or dreaming? She 
clutched at the darkest of ali the skeletons 
in her closet. 

“ That letter to Felix Carleton—did he 
not write that”’ she cried. 

Buby’s face was half smile half tears, 
“lam afraid not,Nathalie. He says it 
is a forgery. Some one must have slipped 
it into the cabinet unperceived. Darling, 
if you had only read the letter he sent by 
Aisle r’ 

O, the regret, the rapture, the penitence, 
mingled together in that moment! How 
the scales fell from her eyes I How blind 
ihe had been! How recreant to her trust I 
Ihe royal head fell down ou Buby’s 
boulder. 

“And I owe him my life now P’ she mur- 
nured. “O, will he ever forpve me?” 
“Yes,” said Buby, tearfully, “hewill 
oigive yon, and you will be happy!” 

So, hy-and-hy, Nathalie went down to 
im, with white lids adroop, and tremulous 
sd lips proudly penitent, and ou her hand 
is ring. 

He was sitting in a low easy-chair, in 
te little cottage whither they had been 
snied; his eyes closed, the pale face, 
Irong even in its suffering, tamed to the 


snnlight, and one bandaged arm lying in a. 
sling at his side. He heard her light foot¬ 
step, and started ap quickly. 

“ Nathalie P’ he cried, holding ont to 
her the one sound arm. 

».•••••• 

Love forgives and forgets. Uortal en¬ 
mities cease with that which is mortah 
Death cancels all this side of the grave! 
and looking up through tears, into John 
Calvert’s true eyes that hour, with the sun¬ 
shine falling over them, Nathalie read 
there a shadowy prophecy of—light bom 
out of darkness—a love, a truth, a devo¬ 
tion, that, in all the years before her, was 
never, never to fail 1 

Long before the summer dowers faded 
there were orange btossoms tangled agmiL 
in Nathalie’s tresses. A new Hall stands 
to-day on the site of the old one. Some¬ 
times you may see there, if you will, a pale 
golden-haired woman, old beyond her 
years, walking its terraces, perhaps, with 
the little dark-eyed heir.^De whom ali lit¬ 
tle children love, one who goes upon her 
dqily way alone, patient, and sad, and stilL 
That is Buby Hendee. 

Across the budding heechwoods, in the 
grand villa at the Fields, there is another 
woman, always closely attended, golden¬ 
haired, too, r id glorionsly beautifnl, 
watched over a tail Scotchwoman, with 
a strong face and keen eyes, whom they 
call Alsie. Yon will see them in the great 
rooms, or the garden paths, where, ail day 
long, sometimes, the fair-haired one will 
wander listlessly, counting the petals of 
flowers, or staring vacaatly into space. 
That is Hagar St. Alanr. 

In the yard of that gray stone church 
upon the hill there is a grave, swept by the 
sea winds, with a shaft of marble at its 
head, a name and a date. It is carefully 
enclosed. Shrubbery has been planted 
around it—daisies creep around the stone; 
and there, silently under the Heaven that 
avenges and foigives, lies one, heedless 
alike now of the lives he has blessed or 
blighted—St. Manr! 
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CHAPTER XTT. 

FeopIiB were greatly amused at His. 
Forager’s cliange of front. They said, 
morcorer, that she had ascertained, on the 
first authority, that the estates were strict- 
iy entailed, and that “ all the wit of man 
or woman”—or, she might have added, of 
tiie furious Mrs. Burton—could not divert 
it from its regular descent to Ned Burton 
and his family. Her difficulty, however, 
was that she could find no opportunities 
of conveying her cordial feelings and 
friendly advocacy to a single member of 
the family. After the coroner’s verdict no 
one had seen them, or could see them. 
They lurked, as it were, in some remote 
comer of the house, shunning the day¬ 
light. 

But as soon as these dismal legal pro¬ 
ceedings were over, and on that very even¬ 
ing, when it had grown dark, a carriage 
c:une to the door, which was to take them 
away to the railway. They huddled down 
into the hall, eager to escape, as it were. 
But they were not to depart without one 
more trial. 

“Stop!” said a voice. “One word be¬ 
fore you go. Where, where is that—that 
murderer? O, he has skulked away into 
the carriage I Fetch him back, or not one 
of you leaves this. Call him in P’ 

The servants, hearing the soimds, were 
gathering on the stairs, looking over cau¬ 


tiously. The wretched uiaTi had to de¬ 
scend from the carriage, and come into the 
hall again. 

“Don’t shut the door. Let them all 
hear. I wish every one to know what I 
have to say.” 

Ned Burton was standing in the open 
doorway. It was dark, and the moon was 
shining. His face was not to be seen. He 
Widted, his head bent, like a prisoner hear¬ 
ing his sentence. 

“ I want you to know this, and take this 
with yon. As I stand here, I firmly be¬ 
lieve that you murdered my child. -You 
fancy that you have escaped punishment 
because the law cannot touch you. Not 
so. From this moment I devote my life to 
hunting you down, to exposing and de¬ 
nouncing you wherever yon go. You shall 
wish a thousand times over that you were 
in a jail and working out your sentence. 
There shall be no peace and happiness on 
earth for you or any of your accursed tribe. 
There; that is what I have to tell you and 
all here. Now go. Go, murdererP’ 

Ned Barton said not a word, and was 
turning away. 

“ Father 1 father P’ smd Tom, passion¬ 
ately, “ you do not mind this furious wo¬ 
man’s words. Tell her baldly that you are 
innocent, and defy her malignity. You 
can despise such unwomanly threats. It 
is like madness. Tell her, father, that we 
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know and believe in your innocence, and 
would die in defence of that faith.” 

But "Ned Burton did not answer. He 
faltered out, indeed, something. 

“Speak, dearest,” said his wife; “an¬ 
swer this cruel woman.” 

There was a pause. 

“ He dare not,” said she triumphantly. 
“ He will tell you at home that he is inno¬ 
cent, hut in presence of the murdered 
child’s mother it is a different thing. 
There, go, all of you; leave me. See,” 
she added, “ even his own family are be¬ 
ginning to have doubts. My vengeance 
begins already.” 

She was gone, and Ned had not said a 
word. Tom and his mother looked at each 
other with a sort of wild glance. Some¬ 
how it seemed as though she left behind 
her a legacy of doubt and distrust, and that 
for the first time the terrible suspicion had 
arisen in their souls. 

The ejected family were presently cast 
upon the great ocean of London.. They 
foimd some small cheap lodgings out at 
Clapham, and there made steady regular 
preparations to meet the worst, which they 
knew must come. Tom’s commission was 
sold—he was no longer a guardsman. The 
proceeds they could not consider their 
own, and the money was offered to Mr. 
John Burton, or to his solicitor, by whom 
it was contemptuously declined. They 
had now almost nothing to live upon. Ned 
Burton’s younger son’s portion had long 
since been spent, and they had large pri¬ 
vate debts. With a cold refinement of 
cruelty, it was intimated to them that the 
claims of account were suspended for the 
present, until these other more pressing 
ones should he satisfied. Then began a 
series of harassing oirerations—demands 
for statements of account^-explanations— 
letters from solicitors—ndiile all the time 
there were but a few pounds left to live 
on, which were fast melting away. 

Tom Burton, on whom the whole btrr- 
den rested, faced everything gallantly, and, 
what was not the least difficnlt of all, 
faced the misery at home—^the crushed 
father, who literally “never raised his 
head;” the hopeless mother, herself mak. 
ing a gallant struggle; and the wondering 
children, who scarcely yet understood by 
what surprise of the laws of nature they 
had been turned out upon the world. Tom 
never related his exertions a moment. He 


sought out old friends, obtained promises 
that “something should he done for Ned 
Burton at the first opportrmity ”—^which 
is, alas I so often the last of ail opportuni¬ 
ties—told their simple story to those whom 
he might judiciously unfold it, and at last 
came in one evetring with joyful news. 
Something had been found—not much, 
certainly, but still something. This was 
the post of overseer or superintendent in a 
large factory at a small Scotch town. 
There was a chance of its being abolished 
at any hour, bnt still it was something. 

“ Thank God,” said Tom, when he was 
alone in his room that night, “ thank God 
for this, which gives us breathing-time! 
Now I can devote my soul to that one point 
—^now that there is bread in the house, I 
can get myself ready to begin the battle 
with her. But how and where am I to 
begin?” 

A hundred plans floated through his 
brain, but he knew not how he was ever to 
reach her. Yet some instinct kept telling 
him that one day he worrid, and he had to 
keep up this faith, not only in himself, but 
in his broken father. 

It was the very evening before their de¬ 
parture from Clapham, when the maid 
came to say that there was a woman be¬ 
low who wished to see Mr. Burton. Tom 
went down to her, and* foimd it was the 
honest nurse, Mrs. Donovan. 

“I heard yon were going away,” she 
said, “and as I had to go myself, I thought 
I’d come and see you. God be with the 
poor iimocent that’s dead and gone, which 
had begim to he part of myself, but more 
of me is with the poor souls here. I 
thought you’d like to know that I never 
went with the cruel stories sent about— 
never for a moment.” 

“lam sure you didn’t,” said Tom, grate¬ 
fully; “an awful punishment has come 
upon ns all.” 

“ Then as for her, there’s allowance to 
be made, Mr. Tom. Think of her child 
killed in that sudden way, and a furious 
woman like her!” 

“ Don’t speak of her,” said Tom, in a 
low voice. “ The day wiil come when she 
shall have to account for this wickedness. 
Let me not hear of her.” Suddenly there 
occurred to him a strange inspiration, that 
here might be one of the helps to what he 
had been so anxiously planning, and that 
he should throw no chance away. “ There 
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is more hatred to my father in all that,” 
he said, “than grief for the child.” 

“■Well, maybe it’s not so much her as 
that cold snake of a fellow, her brother, 
that has no heart-blood or aSections. He 
is the one that hates you all. Hr. Tom. 
He’s working heaven and earth to see if he 
can’t get the estates left him, and I declare 
if he isn’t trying to make up to your lady. 
Miss Lucy. As for the poor old gentle¬ 
man, many is the story that he has to lis¬ 
ten to. They is at it morning, noon and 
night, filling his ears with some story 
about you all.” 

“All in good time,” said Tom, involun¬ 
tarily clenching his fingers. “It will all 
go down to his account.” 

“ 1 believe itwas he that put that notion 
about your poor father into their heads—I 
know it was.” 

“ 1 can believe it,” said Tom. 

“ I never liked him from the first min¬ 
ute,” she went on; “he was always shut 
up there in that room of his, brooding 
some mischief.” 

“■What a terrible day it wasF’ he said.' 
“ Was it not a cruel fate that I was not 
there, or that no one was present ? In that 
great house, and with so many people 
about, to think that ho one was at hand, 
orjooking on, or looking outf’ 

“There might have been,” said the 
nurse. “ God alone knows. Depend on it, 
sir, he will call them forward at the proper 
time.” 

“ There were people in the yard at that 
time, were there not? There must have 
been some one about You are going back 
there, are yon not, Mrs. Donovan?” 

“ Yes, for a week or two, sir.” 

“ Then 1 conjure you and implore you, 
make this out for me. Something might 
turn on this, though I expect nothing. 
Still, you will do this for us, will you not?” 

“ You may depend on me, sir. Fd do 
anything for the poor captain, let alone so 
light a thing as that” 

Mrs. Donovan went away, and left Tom 
still meditating. 

“ I should have thought of that before,” 
he smd. 

They were now in all the excitement of 
moving, and in a day or two were estab¬ 
lished in tlicir new abode. Friends had 
been kind; one, a grave legal one, had 
taken up the arrangement of their MEaits, 
and had promised to see that no oppres¬ 


sion was done. Things began to look 
cheerful, though nothing could raise the 
drooping spirits of Ned Burton. 

“I am under a ban, Tom,” he said, 
“suspected as a murderer. No one will 
ever believe that I am iimocent, and I feel 
I shall go down to my grave disgraced, and 
my disgrace will come on my children.” 

“Keep your heart up, Ned,” said his 
son. “I feel something too—that we shall 
soon make all as clear as day. Leave it to 
me. I shall move heaven and earth for 
that.” 

In a few days came a letter from the 
nurse to this effect: 

“ They are sending me away to-morrow, 
having no further use for me. I did not 
forget to do what you asked me, and you 
will remember, sir, what I said about God 
bringing all to light at the proper time. 

“ I was speaking to Jack Connolly the 
groom, who comes from the same part of 
Ireland that I do myself, when we fell to 
talking ef that dreadful business, and I 
said I wondered that, with so many people 
always about the yard, no one had seen 
the poor child’s faU. He said that he was 
in the harness-room at the time, but Mr. 
Balph must have seen it, as he was sitting 
at his open window, writing, all the morn¬ 
ing, and must have heard the flapping of 
the shutters. He says, too, that he rose up 
and went away at once. This is all he 
knows. But it seems very strange that Mr. 
Balph should have said nothing at the 
inquest.” 

“ I knew it,” said Tom; “ but why did I 
not think of it before? How am I to reach 
him, or to use this? It is hopeless. Still, 
why did he not come forward and say 
something—say that he had been in the 
room? Yes,” added Tom, aloud, and en¬ 
thusiastically,- “it proves to me that he 
could say something favorable, and that 
he prefers to say nothing.” 

He took long walks in the outskirts of 
the town, planning, and always planning; 
and at last one night he made up his mind 
to a scheme that promised success. 

Charming Lucy Forager, alone, and 
abandoned to her scheming mother’s re¬ 
proaches, had but a melancholy time of it 
now. The amlahle lady laid the whole 
blame of the failure on her “ insipidity ” 
and helplessness. “She had fallen be¬ 
tween two stools, and-she would never do 
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any good.” Debating seriously within her¬ 
self what was to be done, Mrs. Forager 
had arrived at the conclnsicn that nothing 
could be made of the Ned Burtons, and 
that they were ‘‘unlucky, root, trunk and 
branch;” that Mrs. John Burton was a 
young woman, and that an heir to Abbey- 
lands “might appear one of these days.” 
Under these circumstances her eyes turned 
with interest on Mr. Balph, of whom his 
sister was notoriously fond, and for whom 
it was known she would do wonders. She 
was not long in opening these designs to 
her daughter, and she did so .mth a good 
deal of rude cleverness, insisting on her 
mortifying and unfeeling- desertion by 
Tom. She repeated his words at parting, 
and with reason pointed to his abrupt de¬ 
parture. Our Lucy was a charming girl, 
affectionate, trusting In the highest de¬ 
gree ; but a little emotional and sensitive, 
resenting anything in the shape of neglect 
or slight of her affections. Though she 
had given her whole heart to Tom Burton, 
she had a purpose and resolution that even 
her mother did not suspect, though Tom 
had found out and depended on these 
qualities. The first impulse, too, of a 
yoimg girl who^ thinks that she has been 
“given up” is to show the offender what 
he has lost, and that others value what he 
did not. Therefore it was that Mr. Balph 
was seen paying many visits to the little 
tenement, where it was said that he was 
received graciously. Nothing, too, could 
exceed the attentions of the family at 
Abbeylands, and it did seem as though 
Mrs. Burton was trjing hard to launch an¬ 
other poisoned shaft at the unfortunate 
family; hoping to wound her enemy, al¬ 
ready bleeding, by hurting one of his chil¬ 
dren. Mr. Balph had one little weak place 
in his nature—^vanity, and an anxiety to 
distinguish himself in affaires.de eceur. He 
was really In love with Lucy—so far as he 
was capable of that gentle passion—and 
had besides taken a genuine dislike to 
Tom from the first moment that he had 
seen him, and, with the malignity of a 
petty nature, had never forgiven the con¬ 
temptuous fashion in which Tomhad “put 
him down.” He felt the superiority of the 
other, and longed to show his own. 

Who knows what scheme was in that lit¬ 
tle head? Certainly not to marry tbia gUb 
and fluent fellow; possibly to let him go 
on to the verge of proposal, or, more likely 


still, she hoped that the news would travel 
far, and reach Tom’s .ears. Whatever the 
motive was, the Charles Hunters, the doc¬ 
tor, the parson, and the other ofllcial gos¬ 
sips—what wonld they have said had ttey 
known that the son of the proscribed Ned 
Burton had met the lone little damsel one 
day on her walk in the woods, to her joy¬ 
ful surprise, and had talked -with her for 
two or three hours? That might have ex- 
plaiued to them why her spirits had seemed 
to rise, and why she had appeared to enter 
into her mother’s matrimonial schemes. 

Mr. Balph himself was not a little puz¬ 
zled at her so frequently talking of the fa¬ 
tal accident itself, and at her undisguised 
curiosity about all the details. It was a 
subject, however, that he rather relished. 
But Lucy always sustained a theory of her 
own in the matter, and vehemently com¬ 
passionated poor Ned Burton’s fate. 

“You are a great ally of the family, I 
know,” said Mr. Balph, a little provoked; 
“ they are not worthy of any interest. As 
for that old man, he has had a narrow es¬ 
cape ; that is an I wiU say.” 

“O, he is innocent,” said she, warmly; 
“that I know. Nurse Donovan said so, 
and she knows more about it than any 
one.” 

“0,‘indeedr’ said he; “has she been 
talking, then? We could not get her to 
say anything at the proper time.” 

“ She was with them the other day, and 
has- greatiy comforted them. They have 
made some friends who are very sensible 
and sagacious, and who intend having the 
whoie matter regularly investigated, and 
Ned Burton cleared. Mrs. Donovan re¬ 
members perfectly now that she heard his 
step close to the door, or heard his voice.” 

“O, they have won her over, have 
they?” 

“Yes,” said she;-“it will be proved, we 
hope, that when the poor child fell out he 
was not near the window at all.” 

“ O, they’ve tramped that story up, have 
they? Fell out, indeed 1 No, it came 
out just as if it had been flung out. H you 
had only heard the sound —” 

“What I so you saw itf” said our diplo¬ 
matist Lucy. 

She fancied he was going to deny it, and 
added hastily, “ So indeed they say. You 
were sitting in your window.” 

He colored. “How sharp we ore, Miss 
Lucy I So yon wanted to trap me ?” 
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at all/ she said, in a soothing 
way—she was getting artful, was Lncy— 
really hnow so little of these things; 
bnt I am so sorry for poor Ned Barton T* 
He looked at her cnrioosly; hnt ^e 
dianged the snbject, and began to talk of 
something else. 


CHAPTER XHL 

Mb. BnsrON himself, it was remarked, 
had taken the loss of Ms child deeply to 
heart Lucy had spoken some words of 
comfort wMch had been very happily 
chosen, and for which he felt a sort of 
gratitude. He liked to have her with him ; 
and indeed it was hard to resist her engage 
ing manners; but no one knew how often 
in the course of Ms walks he found, his 
way over to the little mansion where she 
lived, and with her had many conversa* 
lions. His wife knew nothing of this, nor 
indeed did His. Forager. 

ISihs. Burton, however, as the weeks 
rolled on, and as she got further away from 
the fatal period wMch had robbed her of 
her cMld; noticed an uneasiness or restless* 
ness in Ms manner. Bnt matters soon 
came to a new crisis, owing to a visit of 
consolation which Hr. and Mm. Charles 
Hunter found themselves constrained to 
pay, on the earliest opportunity consistent 
with decency. There was a member of 
their household that went with them near¬ 
ly everywhere, but wMdi on this occasion 
propriety obliged them to leave at home, 
namely, “the boody.” Lucy happened to 
be there when they came in. Hr. Hunter 
proffered the conventipnal offices of conso¬ 
lation in his best and most lubricatory 
fashion, gliding round and round them 
with Ms various topics, as tho ugh he were 
mounted on some weU<oiled and noiseless 
velocipede. 

The revengeful woman listened to hiin^ 
and Hr. Hunter noted with some misgiving 
that her eyes measured him distrustfully. 

“ What do they say?** she said, “What 
do these gossips round about ns say of that 
man—that murderer, as I cMl Mm—whom 
the wretched laws of riils country have al¬ 
lowed to escape from justice?” 

“O, tliey say it was a most strange and 
really suspicions transaction. Not by any 
means cleared up.” 

“And is that the mildview you hold also ? 


Not * cleared Tq> P How tenderly and deli¬ 
cately put I And is that your view ?” 

This blunt question embarrassed Mr . 
Hu nter. He could never bring blma^lf to 
this brutal laying down a hard fas t 
line. 

“ O, it was shocking!—terribleP* he said. 

“Didbe doitjordidhenot?* sheasked, 
impatiently. 

Hunter saw on one side a long per¬ 
spective of weli-ganushed dinner-tables; 
on the other side the dullness and meagre 
entertainment of Ms own home. L uc y 
was present^ wMch was exceedingly embar¬ 
rassing, tbou^ there was nothing to be 
gained from her. Still it was > awkward. 
However, thus, driven in a comer, he said, 
gayly and boldly: 

“ O, of course. I fear there is no alter¬ 
native.” 

Lucy colored, and looked at. him scom- 
fally from head to foot. 

“You have given a different opinion to 
me. For shame! You, that X have heard, 
when he was master of this house, praiting 
and paying court to him, And only a few 
days ago you spoke very differently to me. 
For shame P* 

Not in the least disturbed by this attack, 
Hr. Hunter said, szmling: 

“ One cannot always speak the truth; it 
would be rude sometimes, and on that oc¬ 
casion unkind.” 

Lucy’s eyes were kindling, and she i an¬ 
swered excitedly: 

“ There is other proof besides what you 
think. There is a Providence watching 
over us, who will not allow the innocent to 
rest under suspicion. The tim e is coming 
when he will be cleared—that I know.” 

Hrs. Burton gave her a quick resentful 
glance. 

“ So you are setting yourself on their 
side. But it is easily explained. I know 
this much, my child has been foully mur¬ 
dered, and whoever looks forward to enjoy¬ 
ing these lands can never do so without 
thin ki ng that they have been stained with 
blood. But let them plot as much-as they 
please, they will be disappointed.” 

“Ijk^ is not plotting,” said her hus¬ 
band, timorously; “she is only trying.to 
defend her friends. After all, God alone 
knows the trath.” 

“ Yes, that he is a murderer.” 

“That he is innocent,” said .lacy. 
“ Your brother knows it, too.” 
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Hrs. Burton started. “He! nonsense! 
What do yon mean!” 

“I mean that he saw it all—that he was 
mhis room all the time; and why has he 
remained silent, unless itwas that he knew 
if he spoke he would say what wozild be 
disagreeable to you? Ton can ask him.” 

In a moment Hrs. Burton had left the 
room, and presently returned with her 
brother. 

“ Listen to this,” she said. “ It is said 
here that yon were at your window the day 
my child was murdered, and could hare 
seen it all.” 

He colored. 

“Who says so?” 

“The family says so, and farther, say 
they can prove it.” 

“ O, Mr. Tom Bm-ton, I suppose,” he 
said, bitterly. “ You are still on his side. 
Miss Lncy Forager. So they are scheming, 
making up evidence, it seems. Why should 
you meddle in it?” 

“They simply want to clear their fa¬ 
ther’s name.” 

“ But is this true 7' said his sister, impa¬ 
tiently. 

“ It is,” said the other, coolly. 

“Ton hear,” said Lucy, eagerly. “I 
knew he would not deny it.” 

Mrs. Barton tamed pale. “This is very 
strange,” she said, “ that you should have 
concealed this. It will make no difference 
in my opinion. Yon could have seen 
nothing. I suppose they have brought 
you round. It’s wise of you to be currying 
favor vrith the next heir.” 

Mr. Balph was not much disturbed, but 
looked over at Lucy with an air of re¬ 
proach. 

“I suppose,” he sMd, “your friend Mr. 
■Tom Burton has been made aware of tiiin 
joyful news.” 

“ He does know of it,” said she. . 

“And I suppose will act on it. I tbinV 
' it would be highly impmdent on his part 
—I merely throw out the hint.” 

“ Still,” smd Mr. Bmton, “ it seems hard 
that my unfortunate brother should not 
have every and all advantage, whether he be 
guilty or innocent. Ho one wonld rejoice 
more than I should that his innocence was 
established; it would take away half the 
bitterness of our loss.” 

“With me it would make it unendur¬ 
able,” said his wife, fiercely. “ I can bear 
the loss so long as I know that they are 


being punished. What is this trumpery 
proof of bis guilt or innocence to me ? He 
has a long account to settle, which he 
shall work out slowly, and which he has 
begun to work out in misery and wretched¬ 
ness.” 

“As for that, Mrs. Burton,” said Lucy, 
“you are mistaken. They have found 
kind Mends, who have extended a helping 
hand to them, and have saved them from 
want.” 

The other looked at her steadily. 

“ O, indeed 1 then they are not starving 
in a garret in London.” 

“ No,” said Mr. Barton; “ they are above 
wont, and Lucy tells me Ned has got a 
comfortable berth in Scotland.” 

“Indeed?’ said his wife, slowly. “This 
is news indeed. They will soon, no doubt, 
become prosperous, and their good name 
be restored, and then, when they shall 
have come in for their estate, the whole 
will have been long since forgotten. This 
they will owe to you,” she smd, turning to 
her brother. 

“ Perhaps yes, or perhaps no,” he stid, 
carelessly. “ It might be better to let the 
matter rest as it is. But justiee ought to 
be done even if the sky fall. I presume,” 
he said to Lucy, “your Mend Mr. Tom 
Barton knows of this discovery by this 
time, and will be forcing me to come for¬ 
ward and clear his good name. I shall do 
nothing but what I am compelled to do; 
and they had better consider this.” 

There was a quiet and almost good-na¬ 
tured Indifference in the way in which he 
spoke these words, that might have made 
an older and graver mind than Lucy’s feet 
disturbed. She, however, felt not a little 
Mumph at having produced the effect she 
hoped for without offending him; and 
when she got home she sat down to her 
little writing-table, and wrote off to her 
lover the following eager letter: 

“Mr DABixae Tom,—A ll goes well. 
To-day the subject came about quite nat¬ 
urally when I was up at Ahbeylands. I 
saw my opportunity, and started the little 
discovery we had made. The two were 
utterly confounded, and your uncle, who is 
really fast coming roimd, behaved nobly, 
and stood by our dear old Ned. She was 
furious. Balph did not deny it, and, as I 
told you, did not seem in the least angry 
with me. As I rmderstood him, he does 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



not seem to wish to be drawn Into the busi¬ 
ness at ail, but is wiiiing to speak out if 
necessary, and ciear Ned. I can see what 
is working in his mean soul. He feels that 
he has more chances in the future than in 
the present,'and that he prefers to hold by 
those whose day may be coming than by 
those whose day is passing away. The 
grand point is that dear Idr. Burton’s eyes 
are at last being opened. He is getting 
better, too. 

“ Now for a little plan that has come in¬ 
to my head. The Abbeylands flower-show 
will take place nest week, when all the 
people about here will attend. It will be 
held in the large room of the schoolhonse, 
and in the garden attached. I know Mr. 
Balph will be there, he is so full of Tanity, 
and so eager to show himself. Suppose 
that you came here, went up to him before 
them all, and boldly called on him to speak 
out. He is a coward, and would be ateid 
to meet your eye, and from the very sud¬ 
denness of your appearance would be 
thrown ofi his guard. We would have the 
groom that saw him at the window, ready 
W^Ung. He likes me, and would not be 
afraid to say what he knows. Write and 
say that you will come. O, I am convinced 
that our dear friend Ned will be set right 
in some way. Tell him I never can admire 
sufficiently his noble courage and fortitude 
under such cruel trials. 

“Ever, dear Tom, your 

“Luct.” 

Such was our Lucy’s plan. She was a 
very pretty, eager little thing, very engag¬ 
ing and inviting, but she had nothing of 
the diplomatist in her, and wonld never 
have negotiated a treaty. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Tbe Abbeylands flower-show was one of 
those meagre affairs in the country which 
affect the heart of the visitor with a strange 
oppression. Such things are generally 
purely, selfish affairs, got up by a few fa¬ 
natical horticulturists who have green-, 
houses, and are eager to exhibit their 
“Mrs. Pollocks” and “Tom Thumbs,” 
and, above all, to read their names in the 
local papers. “ Mrs. Hawkins, as usual, 
took the first prize with a magnificent dis¬ 
play of choice cut flowers. Her row of 
‘Mrs. Pollock’ geraniums feasted the eye, 


and would have m^e a Crystal Palace 
competitor turn p^e -irith envy. It is a 
pity that these noble specimens' of intel¬ 
lectual horticulture do not find their way 
to london, instead of wasting their sweet¬ 
ness on our desert air.” 

At Abbeylands, bn this festive occasion, 
the schoolhonse presented quite a gay air. 
The large room filled with rude tables, 
and several of those green sloping trays, 
which look as if they had been borrowed 
specially from the fishmonger, and turned 
to nobler and more' elegant purpose. The 
flowers displayed, it must be said, did not 
warrant the enthusiasm of the local paper, 
and it wonld certainly have been injudi¬ 
cious to have incurred the trouble and cost 
of sending them to Sydenham, where it 
may be doubted if they would have re¬ 
ceived a cordial welcome by the authori¬ 
ties, or “Mrs; Pollock”- accorded a gal¬ 
lant reception. However, various lengths 
of blue ribbon were found in festoons 
about the fishmonger’s trays, with cards on^ 
which were neatly written, “Prize for best 
cut fiowers, awarded ten shillings. “ Prize, 
best inverted orchid, five shillings,” and 
the like. A sort of extract from a neigh¬ 
boring volunteer band was performing in 
the garden, where a tiny bell-shaped tent, 
spoken of in the programme as “the 
judges’ marquee,” was pitched, having the 
air of a white bedroom candle extinguisher. 

With these' iuvitations to festivity, the 
company mustered strongly, the ladles 
dressed as li^tly and gayly as they corild 
contrive; each party proceeding from one 
fishmonger’s tray to another, affecting an 
air of interest and curiosity, thorrgh they 
had seen the flowers ag^n and again, in 
Mrs. Hawkins’s and other greenhottses. It 
was pleasant to hear Mr. Cbaries Hunter 
lecturing gayly on those subjects, as he 
would have done on a geological or indeed 
any other kind of collection that rrrigbt have 
been started. For you, Mr. Charles Hunter, 
in town and coimtiy, are never at a disad¬ 
vantage where an exhibition of special 
knowledge might be expected to be forth¬ 
coming, and can talk airily on all subjects! 
He had a little dish of apples which he led 
away select parties'to inspect, with a “Ton 
must come and see my pippins. I really 
think they might have given me a prize.” 

While the music was* playing, and Mr. 
Charles Hunter -was going through this 
process with Mrs. Forager and her dangh- 
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ter, who was flushed and excited, they sud¬ 
denly heard a buzz of voices in the school¬ 
room, and sounds like those of an alterca¬ 
tion. Some of the visitors were seen hur¬ 
rying in. The excitement of the flowers 
was so languid that there was quite a rush 
into the house. 

■When they had got in, J.ncy’s heart be¬ 
gan to heat, for there in tire centre of the 
room, and the centre of^ a circle of people 
pressing e^erly forwa^ to listen, stood 
her lover, Tom Bu^n, calm yet resolved, 
and with an w that showed he would not 
be trifled with. 

“I ask of you again,” he said to Mr. 
Balph, “before these ladies and gentle¬ 
men, is this rumor true, that you witnessed 
from your window the unfortunate acci¬ 
dent which has blasted my facer’s good 
name—I ask you, is this true, or is it 
false?” 

“ iyhat right have you to question me in 
this fashion? You are disturbing this 
meeting of friends. . We will have you re¬ 
moved if you do not leave this place youiv 
self.” 

Taking no notice of this threat, Tom 
turned to the others and said: 

“ You hear him. You ail know my fa¬ 
ther’s unhappy story, how; ^ good name 
has been destroyed , by charges that no one 
dare make openly in court. This man, it 
can be proved—and this man cannot deny 
it—^was looking on at the whole accident, 
saw the poor child fall from the window, 
and yet has kept back, when a word from 
him would have cleared my father 

Thate wra much astonishment in the 
circle crowding round at this sensational 
declaration. Lucy felt her heart beating. 
Tom looked so manly while thus throwing 
down the gauntlet for his father’s reputa¬ 
tion. Mr. Balph was iooking rotmd, and 
saw her, and his face assumed a malignant 
expression. 

“ it is a curious idea,” he said, “bring¬ 
ing this subject forward at a flower^ehow. 
It mast strike you, ^d every one here, 
that there is something very inappropriate 
in the notion.” 

“You must answer if you have a spark 
of honor; deny it if you will, but answer.” 

“I think,” smd a clergyman, gravely, 
“ the shortest way would he to answer the 
question, and finishthisdistreseing scene.” 

“So be it then,”.said Mr. Ralph, care¬ 
lessly. “ Here then is my answer. I was 


looking out when my sister’s poor child 
fell from the window.” 

“ I was right, yon see,” said Tom, look¬ 
ing round. 

“But I did not come forward at the in¬ 
quest for particular reasons. I did not 
wish to deepen the suspicion against your 
father. All I can say is that he was there 
at the window with the child, and I see no 
reason why Tie could not haoe presented its 
falling ouU There, you have it all out now. 
And I appeal to the company assembled if 
you would not have it out.” 

This was delivered with an air of sim¬ 
plicity and truth. Lucy felt her heart 
sink, and it flashed upon her that she was 
accountable for this fresh blow. Tom, be¬ 
wildered and overwhelmed, could not say 
a word. Mr. Charles Hunter, seeing a 
graceful opening, now inteq)osed, showing 
his “ tact” in putting an end to adisagree- 
able situation. 

He caine forward. “I think,” he said, 
“this painful matter had better be ad¬ 
journed to some other time and place. I 
am sure I may leave it to the good taste 
and good feeling of Mr. Thomas Burton, 
who has received an answer to his ques¬ 
tion, to ehoose some other place for its 
discussion.” 

Tom replied, “You are right This is 
only a fresh move in the game, and I shall 
go. But I tell every one here who heard 
what has now passed that this is a wicked 
organized plot, and that the truth will one 
day be revealed.” 

[to be COSXnOJED.] 
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. C HAP TER XT. 

Tom Bubtos, wlien he set off on this 
expedition, had -wisely kept its nature a 
secret from his family. They were not 
tlierefore distracted by suspense. Indeed, 
for the sake of his wife and little ones, 
ifed Burton was still keeping up, and put 
oa a brave front, though the wolf of de¬ 
spair was gnawing at his heart. The new 
friends he found in this fresh place over¬ 
whelmed him with kindness; they were a 
warm-hearted and rough people, and pitied 
this honest fellow, who^ they h-ad an in¬ 
stinct, had seen far better days. He was 
so frank, so straightforward, that every one 
felt sympathy, especially with his charming 
wife and children. Every one had agreed 
that “ something was to be done for the 
Burtons,” and it was soon found out that 
there -was an opportunity. A relation of 
the capitalist who had supplied one post 
was going out to the colonies, as governor 
of some important place, and he had actu¬ 
ally promised, when he came down on a 
visit and met Hed, that he would really 
try and see what he could do. ' When it is 
agreed on one side that “something must 
be done ” for a person, and oh the other 
that “he would see what he could do,” 
matters may naturally be considered in a 
very hopeful way, and so indeed they ap¬ 
peared to the Burton-family. 

The great man, whose name was Sir 
Duncan Douglas, soon arrived, and Mr. 
Douglas, the generous capitalist, had got 
up a high festival in his honor. He had 
issued invitations for a sort of grand ban¬ 
quet, to which he had asked ail the import¬ 
ant personages in the neighborhood. 

The capitalist lived in magnificent style, 
and the entertsunment was to be worthy of 
his wealth. 

Xed found himself looking forward with 
something like hope, and even q)irit3, to 
this meeting, and this idea of going out to 
a new country, and leaving all that miser¬ 
able story behind, even though he had to 
begin life over again. He was in the prime 
of life, strong, full of spirit, and this strug¬ 
gle with the wilds and forest of anew 


land was what he had often looked on with 
complacency. This would give him occu¬ 
pation, distract his mind, while he kept up 
that grand waiting and expecting for the 
day of justice which was to come sooner or 
later, when he would be cleared. His fam¬ 
ily were for the first time full of joy and 
hope, and his -wife went with some excite¬ 
ment to the trunks, to choose out some of 
the old finery, to do honor to the occasion. 
They set oif at last for the sort of castle 
where the feast was to be. It was a new 
place, but handsomely built and furnished. 

When the Burtons entered, the room 
was full of company. The governor was in 
the centre of the group, on the rug of hon¬ 
or, and the host at once brought forward 
Ked to introduce him. Mm. Burton, who 
had not lost her charming manner, which 
used to interest guests at Abbeylauds, was 
made known to Mrs. Governor. The din¬ 
ner began, and was magnificent, and in¬ 
deed all seemed to the Burtons, though 
pretty well used to magnificence, like a 
dream. 

After dinner, when some music was go¬ 
ing on, the moment for confidences, a little 
concert was held—the governor, the host 
and Ked. “You shall come out with me 
as secretary, Mr. Burton,” smd the former, 
“ with a good salary. You can bring your 
family with you, too. I can refuse my old 
friend here nothing, but at the same time 
I must say that I like you.” 

Ked was overwhelmed with joy and 
gratitude. Details were then gone into. 
Everything was delightful and promising, 
even to the long voyage, for our Ked, who 
enjoyed the sea and everything connected 
with it. He would have given anything to 
go over to his dear wife, and pour out all 
the joyful news. The lights, the flowers, 
the handsome objects scattered round the 
room, the beaming kindly faces, gave the 
whole scene an air of special softness, that 
seemed almost unreah He himself found 
his old spirits returning, even his old power 
of joking, and telling good stories, of which 
he had a gift. 

It was now aberut midnight, and a little 
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dance had been started for the young peo¬ 
ple. Ned was looking on at the “ fun,” 
and really enjoying it, when a servant 
came up and put a note into his hand. 

He looked at it with some surprise. tVho 
could be writing to him at that hour? An 
undefined feeling of doubt, and even alarm, 
began to steal over him. He opened it, 
and read these words: 

“I have found out the comer in which 
you hid yourself, and have learned the 
pleasant arrangements your friends have 
made for you. I shall not allow you to 
impose on honest persons. 

“At once, and on this night, inform them 
that you caimot accept their offers. I do 
not choose you to leave this country. 
Further, you must give up your present 
place. I shall make you wander like a 
hunted gipsey. 

“ Sefuse, and I send up for Mr. Douglas, 
and teU bim all.’* 

A film came before his eyes, the lights 
seemed to grow dim. His wife saw his 
agitation from afar off, and with a sort of 
i^ony. She was beside him in a moment, 
and had read the fatal warning. 

“ It is of no use,” he said, in a low tone 
of despair; “ she wishes to destroy us, and 
to kill me. Let her. I give up now, and 
will make no further straggle. Let fiear- 
, en’s will be done 1” 

“ I will go down and see her. She is a 
woman, she must have some heart. 1 will 
throw myself on my knees before hei>-” 
Now came up the host and his daughters. 
“We are going to haveagame of romps, to 
wind up the night with. You must join; 
the girls will take no excuse. Come, lead 
him off.” 

. Ned, with a ghastly smile, was led away. 
He was still as it were in a dream. The 
musical laughter of the children and 
young girls sounded strangely in his ear. 
He did what he was told. It was that di¬ 
verting game with chairs, which are set 
out in the middle of the room, while the 
music plays, and the company walk round 
the chairs hand in band, until the music 
stops abruptly, when there is a rush made 
to secure seats. It was attended by screams 
and shouts of laughter, but it was almost 
tragic to see the face of Ned Burton, who 
took his part in the revels, and mechani¬ 
cally joined in the excited romps. 


While thus engaged, a pale stricken face 
appeared at the door—that of his wife, now 
returned from her wretched mission. She 
glided away to a comer, and sank npon a 
sofa. It was a strange thing to see her 
looking over at her husband, who was in 
the whirl and merriment of the exciting 
game, and always with that stiffened smile 
upon his face. 

A servant now came in, and whispered 
to the governor, who seemed a little sur¬ 
prised, yet was not displeased. High func¬ 
tionaries are always exposed to the chances 
of these midnight interviews and expresses. 
And husband and wife both saw him leave 
the drawing-room with a pleasant air. 

He was absent some time. When he re¬ 
turned the game was over; the space in 
the centre of the room was cleared; the 
players, exhausted and tired, were laugh¬ 
ing in the comets. It was getting on to 
one o’clock, and some were stealing away 
to bed. 

The governor looked round with a rather 
distrustful look for the host, and then 
walked straight up to him. They whis¬ 
pered for some moments, and then with a 
smiling air he looked round on the compa¬ 
ny, as if to give a gracious good-night, and 
went away to bed. Mr. Douglas, with a 
frown on his face, and with his hardest 
and most abmpt business manner, came 
over to Mr. Barton, and said he wished to 
speak with him in the study for a few min¬ 
utes. Ned followed him. When the door 
was closed, he said, simply: 

“It is all trae, what she says, except 
about the child. My hands have no blood 
on them, but the rest is tme.” 

“ Then you have deceived, unposed upon 
me. It is a shame and a disgrace, to have 
taken in so kind and good a friend as I 
have been to you, and what I think worse 
of, to have allowed me to compromise my¬ 
self with a man like Sir Duncan. He will 
never forgive me. I dismiss you from my 
service. I don’t care to enter into the 
question whether you have done what you 
have been accused of or not. That is for 
yourself; it is nothing to me. But you 
have wormed yourself into my confidence, 
and imposed on me with a false story. 
And you have also made me impose upon a 
dear friend, who prides himself upon his 
reputation for sagacity. To have forced 
npon him a person like you, accused of 
such a crime 1 I can’t bear to think of it,” 
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aclAei Mr. Douglas, in great station. 
“Ton must not come near this house 
again; I do not Irish to see you again; and 
1 shall send you down what is owing to 
you in the morning.” 

lie left Ned Burton. The unfortunate 
man, with his head bowed on his breast, 
took his way from the house with his more 
unfortunate wife. He made no complaint; 
he had made no defence or protest, a little 
to the surprise of his late patron. He 
seemed stall to he stunned, as if hysome 
blow. To his wife he was gentle and re¬ 
signed, which, indeed, was some comfort 
to that good afiectionate creature, whose 
first Viiought had been the terrible effect 
of the blow on him. 'When he spoke it 
was in the same resigned tone. His mind 
seemed as it were exhausted, just as the 
body might have been after some long 
weary day’s walk. He seemed eager to lie 
do'.m and rest, and above all, to be alone. 

When they had reached home it was 
close on two o’clock in the morning. He 
said-to her: 

“Ton can go to bed, dearest.. I should 
be only tumbling and tossing for the rest 
of the night, so I shall sit up a little. Be¬ 
sides, I want to think over our position. 
All this lias come a little suddenly, and it 
is hard to know what to turn to next. Is 
it not extraordinary? 'What have I done 
to deserve this persecution ? Ali my life I 
have tried to be good. As for the poor in¬ 
nocent child—^bnt it is of no use saying 
anjthing now. It does look as if I was 
guilty, and that my punishment was com¬ 
ing on me in thick and heavy blows. Now 
go to bed, dearest. Leave me." 

He was so earnest that she went, not 
wishing to add to his other anxieties that 
of worrying by opposing his wishes. Two 
such wretched hearts were not to be found 
that night in the little town, nor, indeed, 
in the whole of Scotland, for it was the 
tvretchedness of black despair. 

Ned Burton sat down at bis desk, and 
with a sort of weary wonder kept putting 
to himself the same question—What had 
he done to deserve this Cain-llke persecu¬ 
tion? The day was beginning to break, 
but he sat on, still having that cirrious 
numbed feeling which prevented him, and 
it seemed woitld prevent' hirri forever, lift¬ 
ing his heart, spirits, limbs: “OP’ he 
said, again and again, iti the same dazed 
and bewildered tone, “no mortal man 


could resist such a'continued oppression. 
It is something superhrrman.’’ 

• He then thought over all that he had 
passed through, even during the last few 
months; how he had suHered and strug¬ 
gled bravely, worn his very heart out in the 
contest, in the wish to keep up a brave 
front, for those above. There was a point 
beyond which human fortitude could not 
go. No; when he was thus given over to 
the fury of all that was evil and oppressive, 
it was time to yield. 

* * * ' * * * • 

Weary "with watching, and herself op¬ 
pressed with misery, Mrs. Burton waited 
long up stairs, until morning b^n to 
break. Then, overcome with the weari¬ 
ness that is bom of grief, and which is as 
exhausting as physical labor itself, she at 
last, and against her will, dropped off to 
sleep. She did not hear the steps of him 
who stole up softly to look at her, and 
found her lying back in her chair, sleeping 
her weary sleep. Neither did she feel the 
lips that were pressed gently yet passion¬ 
ately to her forehead. Nor could she have 
heard the hall-^oor that was closed so 
quietly, as a figure passed forth into the 
morning air. The watchman, one of the 
three who were sufficient to look after the 
peace of the little town, told afterwards 
how he had noticed “the captain," as 
he was called, going out at this strange 
hour, and how he wondered what could be 
the meaning of it. But he noticed that 
'the captain took his way along a road 
which led up to a lonely hill, outside the 
town, the top of which was always shroud¬ 
ed in a thick veil of damp mist, and where 
a few head of game sometimes lurked. 

CHAPTER XVL 

OVEK Mr. Burton the elder, ever since 
the misfortune that had befallen him in 
- the loss of his child, had come a curious 
change. He seemed to have acquired 
more purpose of character, and to have 
taken up a more decided tone. He never 
wholly accepted the cruel accusation made 
against his unfortunate brother, and his 
voice was heard by the servants, protesting 
vehemently against the malignant persecu¬ 
tion. Eis wife grew more scornful and 
contemptuous, and more'domineering, aa 
she saw this new humor of his. But it 
-was with something like alarm that she 
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heard him declare, one day, that his broth¬ 
er had been persecuted enough, and that 
after a time had elapsed the thing miist be 
stopped. 

He cared little for what was going on 
about him, nor did he notice, though 
others did, the change that was gradualiy 
tahing place in his wife. She became 
more and more solitary every day, and his 
gardeners observed how she paced up and 
down for hours in a certain dark walk, 
formed of over-arching yews, which was at 
one end of their old-fashioned garden. 
After these promenades she would come 
into the house, and her husband would 
find her sitting with dashing eyes and 
clenched fingers, her chin resting on her 
hands. To Lucy, quite of a sudden and 
without notice, she had taken a- deep and 
intense dislike; and this was revealed on 
the very day of the flower-show, when she, 
with her mother, had been invited to Ab- 
beylands. Mrs. Forager had entered with 
“ effusion,” almost embracing her hostess, 
squeezing her hand. 

“ My dear,” she said, “ I heard it all. 
Such a scene 1 Seems to me quite a busi¬ 
ness for the police. No one could be safe, 
if people of this fciud keep going about 
bursting into places where nice people go 
to. Every one is 'talking of the splendid 
way Mr. Ralph behaved.” 

Mrs. Burton’s eyes were resting on Lucy. 

“ So you have declared yourself at last,” 
she said. “ You belong to their party. But 
if you have any prudence you will reflect 
on what you are doing. I give you warn¬ 
ing. I shall spare no one. Those who 
shelter the murderer become accessories.” 

“ This is a strange way to speak to me,” 
said Lucy. “lam sheltering no murderer, 
and do not know of any murderer. 'What 
do you mean?” 

“This is madness,” said Mrs. Barton, 
impatiently. “For Heaven’s sake, let us 
have done, for a time at least, with this 
miserable subject.” 

“My dear Mr. and Mrs. Burton,” said 
Mrs. Forager, “you mustn’t mind Lucy. 
She is talking folly. Lucy, 1 am amazed 
at you 1 And hits. Barton who has been so 
kind to us.’’ 

“ Let us say no more about it,” said Mrs. 
Burton; “lam tired of all this. But re¬ 
member what-I have said. Those who are 
not with me are against me. Ihave marked 
them all, and shall mark them. The mur¬ 


derer’s friends are murderers. Those who 
favor a wretch who could throw a poor 
helpless babe out of a window to get an 
estate, are themselves guilty T’ 

All who were present looked at each 
other with wonder. Mr. Ealph interposed 
in a soothing fashion. 

“ My dear sister,” he said, “ you are only 
exciting yourself, thinking of these mat¬ 
ters. It is all over now. It was a great 
misfortune, but there is no help for it 
now.” 

She turned on him with fury. 

“ Ton are joining the rest. You are all 
in a league against me. No matter; I am 
strong enough to battle against the world. 
In good time I shall reckon up with those 
who have deserted me. Not one shall es¬ 
cape—not one ?’ 

All this was spoken in a flurried excited 
tone. Mr. Ealph was observing her closely, 
and with something like alarm. She passed 
out of the room at once, and word was 
presently brought down that Mrs. Burton 
did not intend appearing again that night. 

Lucy would have gone away, but her 
mother had no intention of sacrificing a 
good dinner for such fantastic and childish 
notions. 

It was a gloomy entertainment, at which 
Mr. Ralph alone was in great spirits. He 
devoted himself conspicuously to Lucy, 
and with an earnestness and seriousness 
that not a little alarmed her. His eyes 
were fixed upon her all the evening, as, in¬ 
deed, Mrs. Forager noticed with an agree¬ 
able siuprise. New visions of her own 
permanent settlement in these charming 
hunting-grounds rose at once before her. 
Lucy established here, after all, a hand¬ 
some annuity settled upon them, an ar¬ 
rangement made by which the house, at 
least, could be diverted from the otlier 
Burtons, and she herself enthroned, in¬ 
stalled, and eating excellent dinners like 
the present—this was the picture that rose 
before her. 

Lucy, wearied with these constant atten¬ 
tions, had after dinner stolen away, leav¬ 
ing her admirer and Mrs. Forager engaged 
in some discussion. She found her way to 
the garden, and there among the flowers, 
on which she doted, wandered through the 
winding walks, thinking of those dear 
friends who were far away, and whom she 
could not help. How strange, she thought, 
how awful almost, was this struggle going 
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on belmen tbe tiva principles of good and 
eril, as it were, and carried on to the death! 
How was it to end, save in the death of 
one or the other of the combatants? 

As she was thinking sadly over all this 
she heard a step behind her, and fotmd Hr. 
Balph smiling and hurrying up to her. She 
tnmed as if to go back to the house, bnt he 
stopped her. 

“Just a few moments,” he said. “I 
will not detain you longer. I have some¬ 
thing of real importance to say to you.” 

“There can be nothing important that 
you can tell me,” she answered. “I must 
go in.” 


CHAPTEE SVH. - 

“WiLAT?’ said Ralph; “is what con¬ 
cerns your dear friends, the Burtons, un¬ 
important? Have you no interest in the 
unjustly accused Ked Burton?” 

“Tou should not allude to that,” she 
said, “ and it ill becomes you.” 

“irhatl you think 1 behaved villanous- 
ly? Yet, consider this: it was all your 
faulL Tou gave me no choice. If you 
bad not driven me to the wall, as it were, 
with your scorn and haughtiness, if you 
bad only condescended to express a wish 
to appeal to me, I could have saved him 
that disgrace. I tell you,” he added, 
hurriedly, “the thing is only beginning 
now. Look at my sister. Tou heard her 
to-night. It has become a monomania. It 
is all that she lives for. It is, in fact, her 
very life. It has come to this now, that 
she must destroy or be destroyed. It is 
shocking! She will not listen to reason. 
Some serious step must be taken, and at 
once, and it all rests with you and with 
me.” 

“Why, what would you have me do?” 
asked Lucy, wondering, yet not without a 
certainty of what was coming. 

“ Give him up. Take any time you like; 
it is hard to do it of a sudden. But I like 
you and love you, and have loved you so 
from the first I would do anything for 
you.” 

He was speaking very loudly and very 
e^rly. They had approached that old- 
fashioned yew-tree walk, and were passing 
the entrance which yawned like the mouth 
of a cave. The moon was shining, and its 
li^t, passing through the branches of the 


trees, dappled the ground with variegated 
yellow and black. Mr. Balph was looking 
down on the grass, waiting for her. She 
gave a gl^ce down the walk, and, to her 
surprise, saw a "tall figure leaning sadly 
against a tree, and only a few yards away. 
Instantly an idea fiashed upon her. She 
hastily turned aside out of the light. The 
figure never moved. With a loud tremu¬ 
lous voice she went on: 

“ And do you mean that you could tell 
the truth about this charge against Ned 
Burton? That yon not only could but 
would, and that it all depends on me ?” 

“It all depends on you, Lucy. I can 
make his innocence as plain as that bright 
moonlight now shining. A few words from 
me would set him and his straight before 
the world; hut I have my price, and you 
must pay me. Tou must have seen long 
ago, even from the first day that I saw you, 
how I was attracted by you, how deeply I 
loved you.” 

Lucy was glancing round nervously, and 
saw that the figure was in the same place. 
Balph was a little surprised at the calm 
fashion in which she accepted his declara¬ 
tions, and, with some triumph in his tone, ‘ 
wenton: 

“Tou would be thrown away upon him, 
that cold-blooded didactic fellow, who 
would work out his father’s good name as 
he would a problem in Euclid. Some one 
that knows the world is the person for 
you.” 

“No doubt,” said Lucy, whose heart was 
fluttering, and who was longing for him to 
say clearly what she wished him to say. 
“ But if I only knew that poor Ned could 
he cleared! You are in such awe of your 
sister, and depend so much on her, that 
you.would not speak out.” 

“For you I would,” he answered. “I 
would give up all for you; but you must 
give up much for me. Promise that you 
will think no more of that man. I will 
wait imtil you get to like me, and I swear 
to you that I have the means, by my own 
testimony, of clearing Ned Barton from 
the charge made against him.” 

Lucy glanced round again. She saw that 
the figure had drawn nearer, and had 
heard. Her first feeling was to rush for¬ 
ward, confront Balph with this witness, 
and bring about an almost theatrical de¬ 
nouement, confounding and overwhelming 
him with the sudden apparition of the one 
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vbo bad overheard this confession. But a 
sort of inspiration came to her, something 
■whispering that this might he too precipi¬ 
tate, and that Italph, made desperate hy 
■what he might think ■was a trap, wonld find 
some cunning device hy ■which to rescue 
himseif. She had determined to say noth¬ 
ing, hut to get back to the house, contriving 
some excuse, for the other was impatiently 
expecting her answer, when her douhts 
were suddenly resolved. To her alarm, 
the figure rose riom its seat and stood be¬ 
side them. It was Jlr. Burton. 

“ I have heard all, and it is no more than 
what I long ago expected. Thank Heaven 
for giving me certainty 1 1 am no longer 
blinded, and I see at last the fearful con¬ 
spiracy into which you and your sister were 
leading me.” 

The other was not in the least abashed, 
though at first a little surprised. 

“I have been in no conspiracy,” he said. 
"No one ought to know better than you 
the peculiar state of your wife, ormysister, 
if you prefer it. The extraordinary idea 
that has taken possession of her had to be 
humored. I was only biding my time, and 
at the proper moment would have spoken. 
1 am ready to do so now, when and where 
you will.” 

Lucy answered him with some scorn. 

“As you did the other day at the flower- 
show.” 

“I was driven to that, as I told you. 
Tou saw how my sister behaved. A littie 
more, as Mr. Burton well knows, and her 
■wits ■will go. The doctors have said so.” 

“Not to me,” said Mr. Burton. “But 
this explains your behaviour. Tou find it 
time to trim your sails.” 

“ I have no sails,” said the young man, 
smiling, “ nor do I know much about trim¬ 
ming. The whole truth is simply this: I 
was at my window in the study, at the 
other side of the courtyard, and 1 noticed 
that the veranda shutters of your brother’s 
room were open. 1 had looked up several 
times, and when he saw me looking, he 
came angrily and closed them. About half 
an hour later they flew open, and the poor 
child fell out. No OTie was near U, And 
the next thing I saw ■was Ned Burton rush¬ 
ing across the room, and appearing at the 
window with his hands up.” 

“ God forgive you for not telling tids be¬ 
fore!" said Mr.Burton, solemnly; “butI 
can make up for it.” 


“To be sure,” said Mr. Balph, with 
alacrity; “it is not too late. He has suf¬ 
fered a good deal, but all that will be for¬ 
gotten. The only difficulty is my poor 
sister, whose morbid hatred I have been 
humoring. And the result is, as is usual 
in sueh cases, that 1 have pleased nobody 
and destroyed myself. I can assure you. 
Miss Forager, if Z had not gone with her 
humor, she wouid by this time have been 
in a lunatic asylum. I leave it to any one 
here that has seen her conduct.” 

There was something very plausible in 
this statement. This ingenious yoimg man 
had always the art of withdrawing himself 
with credit from an embarrassing situation. 
Even on Lucy came a feeling that there 
was some reason in what he stated. Sud¬ 
denly Mr. Burton exclaimed: 

“ Let us return to the house at once and 
see her! All this must be set right at once, 
and at all risks I” 

When they reached the house, they found 
a certain agitation on foot. The servants 
met Mr. Burton, and the steward, ■with 
some hesitation, said: 

“1 was looking for yon, sir, to tell you 
that Mrs. Burton has gone away. She or¬ 
dered the carriage about an hour ago, and 
went to the station.’’ 

“Went to the stationF’ repeated Sff. 
Burton. “What can she have wanted?” 

Mr. Ealph quietly drew him aside. 

“I can tell you,” he said. “She has' 
gone to pursue your brother. She was 
very excited to-day when she heard that 
they were established and flourishing. I 
am confident that she has set off to find 
them and destroy their position, wherever 
they are. She is my sister, but I tell you 
the truth. She ought to be followed, or 
she ■will do something wild and desperate.” 

There was a night train in about an 
hour’s time, and by that Mr. Burton deter¬ 
mined to proceed. 

“ It would be well,” sMd Balph, “ if Miss 
Lucy could go too. Her soft aid would be 
of great use. Who knows what state of 
things we may find when we arrive?” 

Mrs. Forager o^wned the propriety of this 
proposal, and she herself agreed also to go 
■with her daughter. Before ten o’clock 
they were in the train, hurrying to the 
scene where Mrs. Burton had already 
arrived. 

The misehlef, as we have seen, was ac¬ 
complished, and when the early dawn ar- 
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rired, and tliey had reached the little poor victim of persecution was lying there 
Scot<i town, Lucy was the first to note a stiffening in. the damps of the morning, 
distant hill which overh^g the place,' and the blood streaming from a fearf^ 
whose summit was wrapped in a white .wound in hb side, 
damp mist. She little dreamed that the [to bb gohxdotbd.] 
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CHAPTEE XViU. 

The weary Bight had gone by for Mrs. 
Hed Burton, and a cold, gray, mournful- 
looking morning had come round, when 
she started up from her uneasy sleep. She 
had been dreaming one of those dreams 
which leave a soreness at the heart, and a 
kind of dull aching. For a moment she 
thought her husband was about to come 
back to her, but when she had started up, 
and looked round and missed him, she gave 
a cry and hurried to the door. She passed 
down stairs to the room where she had left 
him. It had that lonely, deserted and dis¬ 
orderly air, which a room presents after its 
tenants have quitted it the night before 
and gone up to bed. It seemed like some 
old haunted chamber, suddenly opened 
after being undisturbed for years. 

She entered fearfully, and her eyes then 
fell on a letter lying on the table. It was 
directed to her. With a wild eagerness 
she tore it open and read: 

“Mv OWH Beabest, —Foigive me, but 
I can bear it no longer. I have concealed 
from you all that I have suffered for weeks 
past, and would have been content to go 
on suffering for yours and the children’s 
sake. But after this last blow I can do no 
more. I dare not face anything else; I 
have no heart, no spirit for anything 
again. 

“Do not think me cowardly, dearest, or 
that I have no affection for you in thus de¬ 
serting you all. 0, if you knew how I love 
you all, and how I wish that I dare live on 
mthyon and for you! But it must end 
now. This persecution is grown intoler¬ 
able. Foigive, forgive me, dearest, this 
cowardice, and—good-byr’ 

She could hardly read the characters, but 
a sort of desperation made her finish. The 
room seemed to swim round her; she felt 
incapable of rising and going out to seek 
him. She sat there long. Then there sud¬ 
denly came a loud knocMug at the door, 
which roused her, and which in some way 
she associated with the terror that was on 
her soul. Starting up she uttered a loud 
and piercing cry, and fell back insensible. 


Coming to the little Scotch town at that 
early hour after his weary nights journey, 
Mr. Burton found himself set down at the 
deserted station, shivering and desolate. A 
single porter was there, who stared as the 
party descended, for it was rarely that they 
had arrivals at such an hour. He was 
asked for Ned Burton’s house, and offered 
to show the way thither. 

They passed through the lonely little 
streets, a desolate procession. As they 
went along they could see that all the par¬ 
lor windows were without shutters, and 
that inside could be seen the fumiture—- 
the chaits drawn back and disarranged; 
just as the family had left them some hours 
before. 

Mr. Burton knocked, and as he did, there 
seemed to come back a sort of answer from 
within, in the shape of a wild and piercing 
scream. They all heard it distinctly, and 
the effect of that sudden cry, coming forth 
as an answer into the silent street, filled 
their souls with horror. 

In a short time the house was roused, 
some servant rushing down to open the 
door. They entered, and found the mis¬ 
tress stretched upon the ground. No one 
could tell anything; no one knew anything. 
Just at this moment the watchman caip» 
pacing by, and stood in the doorway. 

“ I saw him go out this morning,” he 
said, “ and I can tell you the road he took. 
He went up to the Fell yonder, I suspect; 
and I wondered as he passed me, for there 
was a queer look in his eyes, and he toied 
to turn away his face.” 

Lucy was left with the still insensible 
Mrs. Burton, while Mr. Burton arui the 
others hurried away up the FeU. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Lc was now broad day. The early chill 
had passed away, and, as they hurried 
along, they met the laborers already going 
to their work. The road led straight up te 
that barren hill by a raw lonely path. They 
ascended for about half a mile, and pres¬ 
ently found themselves on awild moorland, 
overgrown here and there with stubble and 
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furze-bushes. They were not long in find¬ 
ing what they were looking for. In a iittle 
hollow, close beside a bush, lay stretched 
the hapless Ned Burton, ghastly pale, his 
arms extended, while from a wound in his 
side trickled slowly a stream of blood. 
Beside him was a small revolver. There 
lay the hunted victim of Mrs. Burton’s 
enmity, and to this end, by her slow unre¬ 
lenting course of persecution, had she 
brought the object of her hatred. 

They lifted him, and for a short way 
carried him, after striving to stanch the 
blood. He presently seemed to recover a 
little, and looked round with dazed and 
wondering eyes, A little farther on they 
met a carriage, in which they placed him, 
and then drove slowly back to the house. 
There he was carried in and laid upon his 
bed. The doctor came, hastily summoned. 
He shook his head as he saw the wound. 

The day had now fairly begun, and the 
people were in the street, hurrying to their 
occupations. The sun was streaming in at 
the windows. The family were all gathered 
round Ned Burton’s bed. The doctor had 
completed his examination, and turned 
away to speak to Mr. Burton. 

“This wound is fatal,” he whispered. 
“It is wonderful how he has survived so 
long. I cannot hold out the least hope. 
But he will recover his senses presently, 
and will not suffer much. See, he is be¬ 
coming conscious already.” 

Ned Burton was opening his eyes, and 
looking round with a strange and bewil¬ 
dered expression on the faces gathered 
about him. At last he spoke. 

“ What is this? What does this mean? 
Ah, I imderstand! O, I have been a poor 
wretched creature, and have behaved like 
a coward 1 ” 

“No, no, dearest?’ cried his wife, fran¬ 
tically, “it was not you. It was another 
hand that did it 5 that cruel wicked oppres¬ 
sor, whom you will live to see punished ?’ 

“Punishmentl” he said. “This is the 
way I have taken to punish her, by destroy¬ 
ing mj-self, destroying you all—God forgive 
me I—and leaving the legacy behind me of 
this guilty act.” 

“ Guilty? no, nol You knew not what 
you did. Your mind was too clouded with 
all this agony and sorrow to know what 
you were doing.” 

“No; as I lie here maimed, bleeding, 
dying, I did not. It seems all like a dream; 


and yet, as I look back, I could not go 
through it all again. I could not live and 
be thought a murderer. It is hard that I 
should die in this fashion, and not have 
helped myself. Now, indeed, I have for¬ 
ever put it out of my power to clear myself. 
People will talk of the miserable wretch 
that threw his brother’s helpless infant 
from the window, and then killed himself 
fromremorse and shame. “ O,” he groaned 
“what have I done that all this load of 
agony and suffering should be heaped upon 
me and mine?” 

The light was suddenly obscured by a 
dark figure, that had come between him 
and the window. Ned Burton immediately 
raised himself on his elbow, and vehe¬ 
mently waved it from him with his arms. 

“Take her away,” he said, faintly; “she 
has come to exult over her work. Let her 
not come near. Let her have mercy at this 
moment 1 ” 

“Then confess?’ said she. “All you 
who are here, listen to this. Look at the 
murderer of my child, lying there stricken 
down by his own hand. 11010 shall say 
now which is the calumniated, or who is 
guilty? Hoes that look like innocence?” 
she added, pointing to her foe; “or am I 
the cruel relentless inother that has fabri¬ 
cated this charge ?” 

. “This is shocking—indecent!” saidlt. 
Burton, coming forward. “The time has 
come when the truth must be declared. A 
few hours more and my dear Ned had been 
saved.” 

“Your dear Ned?’ repeated Mrs. Bu> 
ton, turning on him with a contemptuous 
surprise; “ has it come to that ? What do 
you mean?” 

“ I mean that the least that can be done 
now is to repair the frightful wrong you 
have made my weakness aid you in doing. 
God knows, and God forgive me for it, that 
I firmly believed he had been guilty of this 
crime; but now I as firmly believe that he 
is mnocent” 

“Believe?’ she sMd, scornfully; “but 
that will not do.” 

“I say this,” he went on, turning to Ned, 
“for your comfort; but for the world there 
is yet more to be done. There is proof 
clear and convincing—a witness who saw 
the whole.” 

She started. 

“■Witness? 'Who—^when?” 

- “ Your brother here.” 
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“Tes, sister,” said Ealph, coining for¬ 
ward. ” I am not the most scrupulons or 
immaculate of fellows, I know; bat I am 
not brought so low that I can see a man 
reduced to this to gratify your dislike. As 
it is there seems to be blood on my hands. 
I nerer thought it would have ended like 
this. To my shame and confusion, I see 
here the victim of this terrible conspiracy. 
He is innocent. I say so here before all 
assembled, strangers and friends. I was 
at the wiudow in the courtyard, and when 
the shatters flew open the noise made me 
raise my eyes—^and —” 

Here he hung down his head, and spoke 
slowly: 

“And I saw the child topple over the 
window-sill—and—there was nobody be¬ 
hind or near it.” 

Every face in the room—and it was very 
full—was fised upon his as he made this 
confession. Ifed Burton’s thin fingers were 
clasped together in thankfulness, his eyes 
looking up to heaven. 

“It-is true,” went on Balph, in whose 
voice there was an agitation none of his' 
family had ever noticed before. “Take 
me to a magistrate and I Shall swear it. My 
hands are clear of his innocent blood.” 


CHAPTEK •jOT- 

“.As I stand here,” said Balph, “if I 
had known it was co min g to this, or to 
anything like it, I would have died before 
having act or part in it. But what I have 
stated is the truth, and the entire truth. I 
know I have behaved like a wretch and a 
villain, and all I can say again is that, if I 
had known it would have come to this, 1 
would have held back. Yes, sister, I 
would.” 

“ There, dearest Ned,” said his brother, 
“your good name is cleared at last But 
what will atone for all the cruelty with 
which we have treated you?” 

-An expression of joy was spreading over 
Ned’s face. 

“ Thank God that I have lived for this I 
O, that I could live longer to atone for my 
great crime, to ask pardon for the scandal 
that this wicked act of min e has occasioned I 
But this I can do, at least, heartily forgive 
her for all her persecution.” 

The dark figure came forward and stood 
near the bed, looking down on the enemy 
she had hunted so remorselessly and so long. 


“You would wish,” she said, “to live 
on, no doubt, in order the better to humil¬ 
iate me by a long course of Christian for¬ 
giveness, overpower me with generous 
forbearance. T accept none of these stories. 
For me you are the murderer stiil, and 
always will be. Here is a father who can 
be content with this trumped-up story, and 
put up with the destruction of his child! 
I shall do nothing of the sort; but then I 
am only a mother, and have only a mother’s 
feelings. You can all easily be stronger 
than I. It is a fine, a noble thing to have 
entered into this conspiracy against a weak 
woman. You, you, and yon,” she added, 
taming to her brother, “you vile, pitiful, 
crawling thing, who without me woirid 
have been notbingl But you have only 
acted according to your lights. You saw 
that no more was to be gained from me, or 
that you could get a hi^er price from 
them.” 

-All were listening to the excited woman 
with awe and astonishment, there was such 
a wiidness in her maimer, such a restless 
fury in her eye. Ned Barton alone looked 
at her with indifference—nay, in his eyes 
there was an expression of hope and even 
satisfaction. She went on: 

“ But it is not finished yet. If I have to 
rove the world from end to end, I shall find 
vengeance—not on him merely,” she added, 
pointing to Ned Barton, “but on those 
new enemies, whom one by one I shall 
hunt down. The spirit of my murdered 
babe has returned and charged me with 
this office. It comes to me of nights, and 
I hear it whispering now—‘ Strike! Begin 
this day to avenge me. Spare not one; 
show no mercy? I-shall not, for have I 
not sworn?” 

The doctor, who had been scrutinizing 
her narrowly as she uttered these ravings, 
now whispered earnestly to Mr. Burton. 
What he whispered was the idea that of a 
sadden struck every one who was there 
present. Even Ned Burton said, in a low 
voice, “Don’t be harsh with her, poor 
soul. She is not accountable now.” 

He was right. All, as they turned to 
her, seemed now to understand the mys¬ 
tery of the vile passions which had so long 
controlled her. She had so entertained 
them that they at last had mastered her 
soul and devoured her brain. The crisis 
had come with that day’s work, and in a 
few moments strong men were leading 
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from tile room a struggling slirieking 
maniac. ••••** 

“O,” said Lucy, passionately, as slie 
knelt by Ned Burton’s bed, “that you 
could try and live for the sake of all that 
love youP’ 

“O that I couldr’ said Ned. “Now 
that the clouds have passed away, life 
seems to have charms; but for a wretch 
like me, a stupid wicked criminal, there is 
but one fate. It is part of my just punish¬ 
ment that this happiness should have come 
when too late for me to enjoy it. Leave 
me now. I am too blessed as it is.” 


The little town which had been the 
theatre of such dramatic events was all 
astir with excitement, when it saw the new 
faces and figures passing in the street, and 
the general stir about the modest little 
house where the Burtons lived. The whole 
story was soon known, as well as the history 
of the mysterious lady in black, who had 
appeared among them so suddenly, and 
disappeared so carefully guarded. But for 
“the dying captain,” as he was called, 
there was the deepest interest. Already 
the story had reached the newspapers of 
the laige towns, and in the great leading 
journal there was to be read, “By Tele- 
GBAPH,” a sketch of the story, pointed 
with “A Tragedy in Scotland,” and enter¬ 
prising reporters were seriously thinking 
whether it would not be worth while mak¬ 
ing an expedition to gather up the exciting 
details. 

The whole of that day went by wearily 
for those gathered at Ned Burton’s bedside, 
waiting the carrying out of the sentence 
which the doctor had found himself con¬ 
strained to pronounce; but to Lucy, who 
kept careful watch on the face she so loved, 
came an instinct surpassing the science of 
the local practitioners, and while waiting 
the coming of the London doctor, who was 
expected in an hour or so, she would run 
from the room to her friends, and, tvith 
eager cheery voice, say: 

“Ned will keep his word. .Ifeel as cer¬ 
tain of it as though it were revealed to me. 
He will try and live, and succeed.” 

Her bright face and these assurances, 
uttered with a wonderful confidence, at 
last began to inspire the others—even Ned 
himself. 

About three o’clock arrived the great 
London physician. Sir Htmcan Denison, 


sent for by telegraph. He took ten minutes 
for examination and consideration, then 
came out into the next room, and with im¬ 
passive face delivered judgment, the wist¬ 
ful faces of wife and children being turned 
to his. 

“ I don’t see why he should not get over 
this, though I should hardly have said so 
this morning. As he has got over it so far, 
I really think there is a fair chance.” 

Thus the judgment of the court below 
was reversed, on appeal. It was Lucy who 
rushed in to tell him this news, and she 
added, skillfully enough, a “rider” of her 
own. 

“ And it all d'epends on yourself, dearest 
Ned. Ton are not to look back, but for¬ 
ward; not to think of misery, but the hap^ 
piness which will soon come. When you 
are saved and well, then there will be time 
to be sorry for this dreadful business. But 
the doctor says it all rests with your¬ 
self.” 

Ned raised his eyes in thankfulness to 
Heaven. Very soon came a refreshing 
sleep, and when the doctor saw him again, 
he said there was no need for him to re¬ 
main, and that everything was going on 
well. 

• ••*■••• 

Some eighteen months after the scenes 
just described, the sound of wheels was 
heard in the avenue at Abbeylands on a 
fair summer evening. The lodge-gates 
were thrown wide open, and a carriage or 
two would drive up at intervals. There 
was to be a dinner party that night. The 
rooms were handsomely set out. The air 
was sweet with the fragrance of flowers, 
for the windows fronting the lawn had been 
opened, and the fragrance came sweeping 
in, having passed by many a rose tree. 

For a year or so it had been noted that 
the rooms had worn a grim and gloomy 
look; no hands of tasteful women had been 
busy delicately arranging and ordering: 
Ifich and handsome as was the furniture, 
it had the formal air of such things at some 
show castle or palace, where we miss the 
evidence of human direction. 

During that short reign, no gentle hand 
had moved or even touched it; there was a 
stern seclusion in the upper rooms, or else 
a slow and austere progress across a rare 
passage, at a long interval, with perhaps a 
pause at the great windows, as the fierce 
and deadly eyes ranged the park, as it were 
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waiting till the figure of the detested enemy 
dioold flit past among the trees. 

Bat on this evening all was changed. 
Everything was bright and animated. A 
gentleman sat on the sofa, drawn near to 
the window, and close to him stood a lady, 
fair and handsome, but with features a 
little worn, and hair a little changed in 
color. In her eyes seemed to linger a sort 
of nervousness, as though some old anxiety 
had not yet departed. The gentleman was 
young, hut his figure was bent and delicate 
looking, and his hair was gray and even 
grizzled. 

“ Tom ought to be back from town by 
this,” he said. “Ifear anything like delay 
or putting off. Ever since that dreadful 
telegram I have lost all confidence, and— 

His wife lifted up her finger in gentle 
warning. 

“How, now, dearest! you promised, you 
know. "We have both promised to look 
back as little as possible.” 

He smiled. 

“I had forgotten. Ah, Lucy P’ 

The door was thrown open, and, in the 
midst of the children, Lucy came tripping 
in, looking bright and beautiful. 


CHAPTER TTiTT. 

“Tom has not come yet,” said Hed, 
“ but he is only just due. He will not lose 
a moment, we may be sure. “ Tell me, 
dear Lucy,” he added, with some hesita¬ 
tion, “youdonotmindaboutyourmother’s 
absence? For your sake I would have tried 
to make her welcome, but after that dread¬ 
ful season I could not bring myself to it.” 

Lucy looked down on the ground, then 
hid her face in her hands, 

“ Mamma is very good,” she said, “ after 
her own way. Ton don’t know her, and 
most make allowance. She is easily led by 
others, and was brought up in a peculiar 
way. Her mother was all for the world, 
and taught her to thin k the same.” 

“To be sure. By-and-by,” said Hed, 
kindly, “I shall try and not think of all 
these matters, and I am sure I shaU be 
able to see her.” 

She told me,” said Lucy, in great con¬ 
fusion, “and, indeed, insisted that I should 
give you this letter. I told her that I would 
say all that was necessary, and that you 
were so good and generous, it was not in 


your nature to bear malice. I told her 
this, and, and-r^’ 

Here Lucy, glowing and still looking on 
the ground, held out the letter in a timor¬ 
ous way. Ned took it with a smile, and 
glanced over it. It ran: 

“Mt deab Mb. BtjETOif,—Lucy will 
bring you this and all my best wishes on 
this happy anniversary. God grant that it 
may be the beginning for my darling child 
of many morel As her wedding-day is 
fixed, everything will now go on well, I 
trust. 

“Don’t think I am the least angry at 
being left out of your party to-day. I am 
an old woman of the world, and have seen 
more life than most old women of my day. 
Don’t mind making any excuses, as I know 
your good-nature and politeness will tempt 
you to do. Surely I know the truth, that 
you don’t like me, and never did; no, nor 
never wilL And I must say I don’t blame 
you, for I know I had the look of behaving 
shabbily, and of deserting you when the 
storm came. However, think as badly of 
me as you like, set me down as a selfish 
old woman if you will, but don’t let my 
little Lucy suffer. That is all I thought of 
the whole time. My time will be short 
here, so I bear no malice to any one. You 
are a young man, comparatively speaking, 
and—^though I scorn to compliment you— 
came out well through everything. As I 
say, I can wmt a little, and you will find 
that I can forget and forgive like a true 
Christian.” 

Such was Mrs. Forager’s candid appeal, 
not at all unskillfally made. Ned smiled 
as he put it into his pocket. He felt for 
Lucy. 

“Yes,” he said to her, encouragingly, 
“ we shall see her here by-and-by. ’There 
isTomI I knew he would be in time.” 

Enters Tom now, eager and delighted. 
The handsome young couple had met again 
after a three weeks’ absence. Again had 
he his hands full of presents, though when 
Mrs. Barton saw him opening the boxes 
and spreading them out, a sort of ttemor 
passed over her, for it hronght back the 
memory of another evening that promised 
to be one of the h^iest of their lives, and 
which ended so disastrously, when he was 
displaying presents of the same kind, in¬ 
deed, there was a strange likeness In the 
affair and incidents of the whole night; 
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even as he entered one of the children 
called from the window, clapping his 
hands: 

“O papa and mamma, here is Ess-a- 
bodyP’ such being the name in the family 
for Mrs. Charles Hunter. 

In another moment those genteel and 
agreeable Pharisees were entering, cordial 
and smiling, Mr. Charles Hunter giving his 
host a significant squeeze of his hand, as 
who should say, "You well deserve all 
tills. You have behaved nobly. I thought 
SO all along,” etc. 

It was only these wonderful Charles 
Hunters that could perform a feat of this 
kind with consummate art. Hed Burton felt 
very much to them as he had done to Mrs. 
Forager, and on the occasion of this little 
home festival would have kept them at a 
distance. But they were not to be thus 
denied. He (Charles Hunter) who had so 
deeply sympathized all through, who had 
seen the end all along, who had discovered 
the true and generous heart, the fortitude 
and gallantry, and who had seen that truth 
must prevail in the end, he would overlook 
any danger of misconception, and at all 
risks felt that he dared not deny himself 
the happiness of being present oh this oc¬ 
casion. In reality, as Ned Burton felt, 
there was no difference between his be¬ 
haviour and that of Mrs. Forager; but Mr. 
Charles Hunter was determined such wholly 
different cases should not he confounded, 
and by his geniality and cordial sympathy 
actually made it appear as though the hap¬ 
piness of the party would have been incom¬ 
plete without him. There are people in 
the world who can attempt these extraor¬ 
dinary tours dc farce, and attempt them 
successfully. 

So on that evening. The party filed down 
to dinner. The sun was setting, and his 
departing rays came in athwart the garden 
terraces. Happy faces were ranged down 
the sides of that glittering table, though 
there was a tinge of sadness or uncertainty 
in those of two, at least. They were look¬ 
ing backward; the young people were look¬ 
ing forward, full of confidence and spirits. 
Gradually it darkened, and the lamps were 
lighted. 

Then, much moved, Mr. Charles Hunter, 
who had really laid the company under ob¬ 
ligations by his exertions to “keep things 
going,” was seen looking up and down the 
table. Every one, even Ned, felt that he 


was going to do something that was appro¬ 
priate, and that no one else could do so 
well. He was there, they had an impres¬ 
sion, as the mutual friend, the friend of 
the house for many years, which indeed he 
had been. 

In a moment he had risen. He felt that 
on this occasion he might take the privilege 
of interpreting the thoughts of all present. 
He was not going to allude to what was 
past. He, with all the rest, was looking 
forward to a bright and happy future. The 
darkest hour, according to the pretty Irish 
proverb, was that before the dawn. When 
he thought of that evening when they had 
sat there on a similar occasion, and of all 
that had occurred since, it seemed like a 
dream. On that, however, he was not go¬ 
ing to dwell. EBs reason for alluding at all 
to it was simply thankfulness. He wished, 
indeed, one was there to complete the 
charmed circle, one whom they all knew 
and loved, and who was away in foreign 
lands. But it was for the best, perhaps, 
that things were as they were. One day 
they would probably all meet again at that 
table. Meanwhile, there was youth, and 
love, and joy all before them. Within a 
few days they would be wishing joy on one 
of the most interesting occasions—he spoke 
from experience—known to the human 
race. “Miss Lucy,” added Mr. Hunter, 
with feeling, “God bless you! Tom Bur¬ 
ton, God bless youF’ 

Nothing could be better done. It an¬ 
swered as well as the real genuine article. 
Mrs. Burton felt her eyes filling up. Ned 
looked down the table, seated in his old 
place. It mas, as Mr. Hunter had happily 
put it, like a dream, or perhaps nightmare. 
He thought of all kindly, even of the un- 
happy woman who was, panther-like, rang¬ 
ing up and down a small room in the 
asylxun, where she was held in restraint, 
and where the physicians said she would 
remain for the rest of her life. But these 
gloomy thoughts did not remain long. A 
glance at the faces of Tom and Lucy turned 
his thoughts into a livelier channel. He 
went to rest that night full of a sweet and 
tranquil happiness. 

A few days later came the wedding-day, 
when the heir of Abbeylands was wedded 
to Miss Lucy Forager, and when her diplo¬ 
matic mother, attired in a mass of old 
flowered silk, her face beaming from a 
wonderful bonnet, greeted Mr. Burton with 
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her usual “ You don’t lite me, I know. 
Don’t tell me. Pm an old woman, fttid 
speak my mind on every occasion.” But 
2^. Charles Hunter spoke his mind on the 
occasion in a very feeling way; and the 
happy pair departed. 

They were, indeed, no conventionally 
“happy pair,” but really the happiest of 


their generation- And within the year 
there were great rejoicings at Abbeylands, 
owing to the arrival—not of Mr. Burton, 
who pursued his lonely travels for many a 
year to come—^but of what was pronounced 
to be the loveliest little creature that hnd 
ever visited the earth—namely, a new 
“Little Sirazjgeb.” 
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